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1.

A bunch of small purple grapes hung heavily from the trellis at the side of
the porch. Every few minutes, Mrs. Bonamy would reach and pick a grape
with her right hand, balancing a novel open on her lap. The grapes were ripe,
their skins sugared with white. After each grape Mrs. Bonamy licked her
fingers, then rubbed them together. With the same hand she turned the pages
of her book. She had been thus pleasantly reading for an hour. The pages
were sticky in the upper right comer, and there was a tinge of purple on Mrs.
Bonamy's lips.
It was June, and her Mayfield estate was in luxuriant bloom. Mrs.
Bonamy was subtly aware, and pleased, at the aesthetic effects she had
designed and her gardeners had brought into being. She liked everything
around her, animate or inanimate, to be beautiful.
She turned the pages of her book, and reached for the purple fruit; and
licked her lips and fingers; and rocked herself in the bentwood chair; leaning
back, then releasing; the curved rockers of such a length that the pressure of
her foot hardly altered the overall position of the chair. It was all one
rhythmic action, as natural and delightful as breathing. It seemed at one with
the swelling of the puffy white clouds overhead and the sway of the willows
in the garden.
Mrs. Bonamy was a petite woman of forty. Her pale complexion was
just beginning to thin and dry. She concealed these signs of aging by precise
1

2

Mrs. Bonamy was a petite woman of forty. Her pale complexion was
just beginning to thin and dry. She concealed these signs of aging by precise
and not inappropriate use of cosmetics. Some of her salves had been in
Cleopatra's beauty kit, too; other, more modern tricks she had picked up from
actresses in the city. In dress, she struck a successful balance between vigor
and good taste. She was able to look avant-garde. More conservative women
assumed that what Mrs. Bonamy wore was what was new in Europe.
That day she was dressed in a green silk sacque, a beaded ornament in
her hair, on her breast a florid diamond and ruby brooch in the shape of a
flamingo.
Mrs. Bonamy had achieved that state of existence desired by many but
actually managed by few. She had more than enough money, and she was
surrounded by agreeable friends who shared her passions, interests, and
amusements.
Her "passion" was writing. Since her husband's death nine years ago,
she had supported herself (though she did not need to, Mr. Bonamy having
left a sizable fortune). Of interests, she had many; and as for amusements, her
chief pleasure was in looking after her twin nieces, Sally and Marie. She had
taken over care of the girls not long after the death of her husband. Her halfsister, their mother, had died the previous year, and their father had proved
both incapable and unwilling to raise them himself.
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The girls needed special attention, and Mrs. Bonamy had distinguished
herself by providing it. In her circle, she was known as remarkably generous
and patient.
Sally, it was agreed, was delightful; she was vivacious; but Marie was
difficult.
Mrs. Bonamy heard the living room clock strike two. She rose from
her chair and went to the doorway.
Jane, the nurse, came to meet her.
"The young ladies are still sleeping," she said.
"How long was it today?" asked Mrs. Bonamy.
"Since twelve-thirty. We had a restless night last night, so I thought
they might as well."
"Oh, did they not sleep last night," said Mrs. Bonamy. "I was not aware
of it."
"Miss Sally slept fine," said the nurse. "She could sleep through an
earthquake. It's Miss Marie who was tossing and turning. But in the morning,
it's Miss Sally who complains that she's drowsy and wants another cup of
coffee, and another."
"Well, go and wake them up now," said Mrs. Bonamy. "They can get
their exercise while it is still warm out."
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Mrs. Bonamy returned to the porch. How beautiful the garden was!
How peaceful! If only the girls' health would improve!
From inside the house came the sound of footsteps in an irregxilar
rhythm, one set closely followed by the other. Two girls appeared in the
doorway, dressed similarly but not identically in kimonos and slippers.
Mrs. Bonamy gestured for them to come closer. With the back of her
hand, she felt the forehead of each.
"Marie, you are cool," she said. "I worry about your circulation."
Marie shrugged. "It is the way 1 am made," she said. "I cannot do
anything about it." She glanced at her sister.
"Swimming for twenty minutes today," Mrs. Bonamy said. She had
been supervising the girls' exercise regime, which had been recommended by
their latest doctor. Mrs. Bonamy had tried everything—special foods and diets
and a one-month rest cure—^but over the last year, Marie's health had steadily
declined. Looking at her now, in the bright sunlight, Marie was noticeably
paler than Sally, with dark circles under her eyes. She was thinner, too.
It was the opinion of the latest doctor that simple fresh air and
sunshine would do what rest and medicines had not. At Mrs. Bonamy's
house, there was a pool, so a program of swimming had been undertaken.
The girls moved together down the steps and down the path to the
pool. Jane followed, burdened by towels.
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The girls had a particular way of walking. Sally walked slightly ahead,
yet they were in step, like a pair of dancers proceeding side-by-side. They were
in step, not quite in unison; an intricate rigaudon, Sally leading, Marie
following, with a little delay in her right leg, because the step she took with it
was longer. She leaned toward Sally with her left side, and each held the arm
that was next to the other closely to her side.
At the far end of the pool, they dropped their robes onto a wicker
chaise, and in this action, as in the walking, Sally led. Sally stood naked first,
and Sally moved sideways toward the pool. From the porch, Mrs. Bonamy
gazed at the space between the girls, which wasn't empty, but was shared
flesh, the flesh that bound them for life. The banana trees waved their broad
leaves, and in the palms, a flock of small birds invisibly chattered. As the girls
stood there, in their nakedness, amid the green leaves and the flowers, Mrs.
Bonamy thought it was a picture of Eden, with her two girls each sprung from
the other's ribs.

II.
Marie Phillips was smaller than her sister. They were twins, but not identical.
Whether through birth or circumstances, Marie had not thrived as her sister
had. Sally was robust, with even features, and well proportioned. Marie had a
small head atop a long neck, a small narrow face, almond eyes, a small
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mouth, and a long narrow nose. When Sally faced the world head-on, Marie
was forced to turn a little to the side. Thus were they formed. They could not
imagine being separated. Through exercises and the movements of daily life,
they now, at the age of twenty-four, stood as far apart as they ever would—
about the span of a man's hand.
When they were bom, the doctor raised the possibility of separation
through surgery. Their mother had refused. The risk was too great. One or
both of them could die. She had two babies; with them in her anns, she could
not imagine the loss of their little lives.
To tell the truth, it was not expected that the twins would reach
adulthood. Siamese twins appeared to be more affected by illness than
ordinary children. Infections passed easily from one to the other. Sometimes
the operation was made necessary after the death of one; but even though the
surgery was successful, the other twin might only survive a few days or
weeks, unable to live without the other. To be alone was like a second birth,
infinitely more painful when experienced in conscious adulthood.
In every pair of Siamese twins, one is more dominant, the other more
docile. Marie, in size, temperament, and physical position, was less
advantaged than her sister. She did not admit these deficiencies. She was
hardly aware of them. A similar imbalance of power applies to many
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relationships, whether between siblings, friends, or husbands and wives. The
difference here was that the two women were physically connected.
When Sally dove into the pool, Marie dove with her. To the casual
observer, this action would have seemed synchronous. The camera eye
would have isolated the precise moment in which Sally was in motion, but
Marie had not yet moved, was just receiving the impulses through her
nerves that would stimulate her body to follow her sister's. It was all
unconscious and natural. They had had to coordinate all their movements
since they were babies learning to crawl.
The swimmers moved easily in the water. Their arm movements were
timed so they would not bump into each other. They moved like one body
with four arms and legs.
Marie felt happy in the water. As an exercise, swimming was much
more agreeable than Dr. Kitchell's gymnastics. She felt almost weightless, and
movement was almost effortless. She felt borne up by the water and by her
sister's presence beside her. Sally seemed to pull her through the water. It was
like flying. It was like something in a dream.
At times when her body was most physically active, she lost her sense
of herself as a separate being, and felt herself merge with her sister. They were
a single creature moving across the pool.
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Because Marie could not help yielding to her sister's will, they moved
with grace in most activities. If she had been her sister's equal in mental and
physical strength, they would have led more difficult and unhappy lives. As
it was, everyone who knew them commented on their compatibility. They
were both obedient to Mrs. Bonamy.
They swam back and forth across the pool. Marie felt the water, no
longer cool against her skin. She felt the sun, which sent a burning warmth
down onto her back and shoulders. As they surged forward, she was aware of
the ripples of sunlight in the water and the tossing of the foliage in the
garden. Her head was at a level with the ground, and she was aware of the
sharp blades of grass and the biscuit-colored gravel of the walkway. Mrs.
Bonamy was now sitting on the steps of the porch, a pocket watch in her
hand. Jane was there, too, with the towels. Sally was exhilarated with the
exercise, and swimming a little faster, eagerly sweeping the water away from
her, kicking it away.
On the grass, the blades pricked the bottoms of their feet. They wrapped
themselves in their robes. They were both breathing hard. Marie felt the
heaviness of her body, back on land.
Sally wrapped a towel around her hair. Marie felt the blood draining
out of her sister's arms, flowing back toward her heart, pumping hard from
the exertion and the shock of the breeze on their wet skin.

9

There were so many things to pay attention to. The world was so full of
things, and she seemed to be always aware of many things at once.
The world was full of many things, each calling out to her, calling its
name, each needing to be paid attention to. The pool which had silently
closed over the space of their bodies. The banana trees with their thick, heavy
leaves: she could almost convince herself she could feel the sap that flowed
through their veins. They were rooted in the same ground that was under
her bare feet.
She trembled with a sense of the power and the interconnectedness of
all living things.
This sense was more than she could express in words. No one had ever
asked her to express it. She did not think of sharing it or speaking it out loud.
It was enough that she was there, alive, with the solid ground under her feet
and her sister at her side.
Mrs. Bonamy thought what a blessing it was that the girls got along as
well as they did.

III.
"How beautiful your hair is," said Marie. They were upstairs, dressing. The
heavy rubber bathing caps lay on the floor. In the privacy of Mrs. Bonamy's

10

backyard, they did not bother with bathing costumes, but they still protected
their hair from the water.
"It is not," said Sally, brushing the long auburn waves. She smiled to
herself. Compliments pleased her, even when they came from her sister.
Marie admired Sally wholeheartedly, and Sally knew it. They both accepted
this as the natural state of things.
Marie rapidly pinned up her own hair. Then they went to the wardrobe
and pulled out their afternoon dresses. Guests were coming to tea. Sally
complained in a small, routine voice that life with Mrs. Bonamy had become
dull. She did not really mean it. They often had visitors and Sally even had
suitors who viewed the girls' situation as romantic. With their guardian, they
had traveled to Europe. They had received an excellent education through
tutoring at home. But Sally had been restless since a friend of hers had
become engaged to be married.
Sally asked Marie whether she wouldn't like them to have their own
house; to have husbands to look after. Marie agreed. It was what they had
often talked about when they were little girls, and lately they had returned to
the subject. Sally had had one proposal of marriage, which had been
withdrawn a few days later when the young man proved too shy to overlook
the presence of Marie. Rather than being resentful of her sister, Sally said that
this proved their husbands would need to be men of special character. Several
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other young men had not been too shy to kiss Sally, but they had not
proposed. Marie had shared vicariously in her sister's happiness at being the
object of romantic attentions. Men had always liked her sister. The first kiss
was a long-anticipated moment. Mrs. Bonamy, sensitive to such matters, let
them receive some visitors alone. The sisters had agreed that if either of them
needed privacy, the other would pick up a book or some needlepoint. It
would be made clear to the visitor that once the other's attention was
engaged, it was as if each were entirely alone, with the whole room to herself.
This was true in the matter of conversations. It was what made it possible for
them to have different friends. They had practiced separating their
consciousness as much as possible. One could even sleep while the other
read.
Marie had looked forward to the kiss almost as much as Sally. Her
sister's happiness was her own. When the appropriate time came, she opened
her novel, and declared that she had to see how the chapter ended. She began
reading. As she was accustomed to doing, she closed her ears to the whispers
and quiet laughter at her side. They were all seated on the couch. Marie took
advantage of her physical positioning to turn to the side, putting her back to
the lovers as much as possible. This put some strain on the ligature between
them. Normally they did not lean thus away from each other; but Sally was
naturally leaning toward the visitor, inviting his lips to approach.
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Marie was completely forgotten by the two. She fixed her eyes on the
page and tried to remember who the characters were. It was a pretense. She
had opened the book at random, and it was one that had not held her interest
before. She told herself to read. Her lips formed the words, but they were
meaningless. She felt that she was failing her sister. There was murmuring at
her back. Suddenly she felt herself drawn backwards into the embrace. Her
eyes were open and on the book, but in place of what was printed there, she
saw Sally's name and the name of her visitor. Sally's heart was beating in
excitement, and Marie could feel the unaccustomed tremors racing through
her body. The electricity went out to the tips of her fingers, and returned to
the inmost center of her body. From there it went into Marie. The visitor's
head came closer to Sally's. His hands clasped hers. Marie's tightened on the
book. Her breathing came soft and light. At the moment of the kiss, she
emitted a soft sigh. Her eyes were closed. The book slid forgotten between her
knees. She was half reclining against her sister's back. She was startled when
the visitor's hand lightly caressed her sister's waist, then came to rest on her
own stomach. For a moment her own hand hovered over it, eager to touch
the responsive, electrical flesh; but she fought the urge, and left her hands at
her side.
Her eyes closed, she felt warm and happy and perfectly content. Her
sister was happy. Marie's lips parted, and dreamily she became aware that
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Sally's mouth was open and the lovers' tongues were lazily licking each
other. She must have made some small sound or movement that she was
unaware of herself—some signal of her surprise. At once, the caller seemed to
remember that he and Sally were not enjoying complete privacy. He pulled
away from the embrace, hastily made his excuses, and left. They did not see
him again.
Sally, unperturbed by this abrupt departure, put her arms around her
sister and embraced her. She was still warm from the visitor's caresses. She
kissed Marie again and again, saying, "Oh, it was lovely. You can't imagine
how lovely!"
The last year had seen fewer visitors, however. The men who were
coming today, friends of Mrs. Bonamy's, were among the most frequent. But
they were family friends who offered little fuel for romantic dreams.
Thus, they took no special trouble about dressing. They always dressed
well; Mrs. Bonamy saw to that. They did not dress identically, but chose
complementary patterns and materials. Their dresses were made with long
layers of matching material that sheathed the ligature between them. The
material overlapped, so a light breeze might stir but not lift the veil of
modesty.
Someone who didn't know them and their peculiar condition, who
saw them walking together in public, might never even realize they were
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connected. It would be easy to look at them and simply see two sisters who
were close and affectionate, one of whom appeared to be in a little less good
health, and who leaned a little on the other. They walked in step, just as one
might see a newly married couple walking arm-in-arm, proud and delighted
to show the world they were now one flesh.

IV.
Mrs. Bonamy often wondered why Marie was so disagreeable. She had an
expert, discriminating, refined sense of psychology, and she could not figure it
out. Over the past year, she had come to the conclusion that Marie was
exhibiting mental symptoms of some underlying, physiological cause.
Sally, on the other hand, was all femininity and charm. It was a
pleasure to be in her company.
Mrs. Bonamy had some manuscript she wanted to go over with Mr.
Dodd, so she sent the girls to walk up and down the terrace for a while. Jacob
Elting lounged on the steps, smoking a cigaret. He watched the girls walking.
They walked with their arms around each other's waists and swayed from
side to side, like people who have just stepped off a ship. Mr. Dodd's voice
took on a hectoring tone as he advised Mrs. Bonamy on the correctness of
some of her statements. She kept exclaiming in protest. It was a book on
health and hygiene. The intended audience was the adolescent girl and her
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mother. Mrs. Bonamy did not believe in mincing words. Mr. Dodd argued
that in order to reach her audience, she must concede the delicacy of most
readers' feelings. Most readers were not as open-minded as she.
"It is the principle of the pill in the pudding," he said. "Make the
pudding tasty. Then they will swallow the pill."
Mrs. Bonamy sighed.
"At least let me have the photographs," she said.
"There is a problem," said Mr. Dodd.
"What could it possibly be?"
"It is . . . the question of the drapery of the figures," said Mr. Dodd. He
could discourse for an hour at a time on nutrition and the digestive
functions, but he still felt it improper to discuss the outward appearance of
the human body with someone of the opposite sex. Mrs. Bonamy had a
number of photographs in her book, illustrating proper posture and carriage.
"The point is the distortion of the female figure that is induced by the
wearing of corsets," said Mrs. Bonamy. She was absolutely against corsetry.
The girls had never worn them.
"Yes," said Mr. Dodd. "No one is arguing with you. It is just that—well,
some of the photographs could possibly be interpreted as improper. The
editors have examined them. It was a decision made by the entire board."
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"But it is graphic evidence of the harm that can be done," said Mrs.
Bonamy. "The photographs must stay in. I insist."
"A compromise was suggested," said Mr. Dodd. "The photographs can
be retaken, with the figures draped."
"That is ridiculous," said Mrs. Bonamy. "If the figures are draped, the
bodies cannot be seen."
"From the back, then," pursued Mr. Dodd. "Surely, views of the back
will be satisfactory illustrations."
While this conversation was taking place, Marie strolled silently with
her sister. She was aware of Mr. El ting's observing gaze. His air of relaxation
was an illusion. She could not define what it was she found objectionable
about him. She was just aware that she wanted to be alone. If she and Sally
could just go off somewhere, away from other people! Then she felt guilty,
because Mrs. Bonamy had done so much for them.
Sally had quite a different impression of Mr. Elting. They had met him
a number of times, and each time Sally found more to praise. This time she
began to talk about his attractive eyelashes.
"His eyelashes!" said Marie.
"They are very long," said Sally. "And they are a kind of golden color."
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Mrs. Bonamy called them in to tea, where Marie refused to eat
anything. Her tea grew cold in the cup. Glumly she regarded the swirl of black
leaves at the bottom. She did not join in the conversation. Sally chatted
merrily at her side. More than anyone else, of course, she was used to her
sister's odd humors. When Marie fell silent, Sally would find ways to bring
her into the conversation in absentia, as it were. She would say things like "as
my sister says" or "just the other day, my sister." Or by judicious use of the
first person plural pronoun, she would keep her sister present in the
conversation.
The girls were seated in their customary place on the yellow sofa.
"How is your work progressing, Mr. Elting?" Sally asked.
Elting smiled at her. "I did not know you were interested in
photography. Miss Phillips."
"How can you say that," she said. "We talked all about your portfolio
the last time you were here. Don't you remember?"
"I remember that you talked the whole time with my friend Dodd,"
Elting said.
"I can pay attention to more than one thing at a time," Sally said. "I
remembered you, and your project, and 1 have an idea. Why don't you take
our picture—me and Marie?"
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Elting looked at Mrs. Bonamy. "I would be honored/' he said. "Laura?
What do you think of this proposal?"
"It is up to the girls," said Mrs. Bonamy. "They are of age and can make
their own decisions."
"We've never had our picture taken," said Sally. "I'd love it. I want to
know what it is like."
Marie gazed curiously at Jacob Elting. She had not expected such a
proposal to come out of this day's visit. She was not prepared to think of such
a thing. Elting looked from one to the other. Beneath his right eye, a blood
vessel was quivering. It leaped under his skin like a tiny, trapped animal.
Marie was hyperconscious of the most insignificant abnormalities in other
people. She and her sister were intimately connected, so it was no surprise if
she manifested the physical sign of some nervous impulse that had
originated in her twin. But what, she wondered, set off such signs in other
people?
"I think it is a fine idea," Mr. Dodd remarked, "It would have great
scientific value."
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They drove out to Elting's place a few days later. Mrs. Bonamy's car was one
of her prize possessions. She drove fast, with Mr. Dodd sitting watchfully at
her side. The girls sat in the back, veiled against the dust. Sally emitted gay,
high-pitched shrieks at each lurch and bump in the road, to each of which
Mrs. Bonamy responded with "That? That was nothing!" Marie kept quiet, as
usual, but she turned her head from side to side, watching everything. The
sensation of speed delighted her.
Elting's studio was a big, bamlike structure, set amid oaks, on an acre of
flat ground in the hills. At the sound of Mrs. Bonamy's horn he came out and
waved.
"Come in, come in," he called while they were still getting out of the
car. Mr. Dodd opened the back door and gave Sally a hand as she stepped
sideways down, Marie balanced between the seats waiting to follow. The day
had the atmosphere of a vacation, or at least a day's holiday.
"Let me give you a tour," said Elting.
The photographer's personality seemed to have undergone a change.
Usually he appeared diffident, even lazy. Now, on his own ground, he was
quick, busy, even brusque, though not unpleasantly so. He was a little like
Mrs. Bonamy inker house. They followed him inside, to an open, high-

ceilinged, white room that was half skylights at the far end and in which
Marie felt very small.
Elting pointed out a closed door near one end of the room; behind that
door was the darkroom. He led them to the windowless end of the studio.
The walls of that end were hung with photographs. Some blank squares
showed the locations of pictures Elting had decided at the last minute to take
down. They might not meet with approval. Mrs. Bonamy, he was fairly sure,
would glance over them without a word, but the cheerful Miss Phillips might
giggle or blush, and he could not predict the reaction of the solemn Miss
Phillips. The absent photographs were nude figure studies. This was Mr.
Elting's hobby. He made his living from portraits and from commissions
such as the one Mr. Dodd had obtained for him for Mrs. Bonamy's book. But
his personal interest was in studying the ways in which the human body
compensated for physical defects.
He had been amazed to find the Phillips girls practically in his own
backyard. He had watched them walk, sit, rise, eat, and talk, but as he knew,
the eye was not quick enough to catch movement and understand it. Life was
a blur, translated by the brain into a misconception. Elting was following in
the steps of his predecessor photographers who had shown the world that the
way a horse galloped was entirely different from what had been portrayed by
artists for centuries. Elting was determined to take nothing for granted. If
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nature could produce a pair of women who shared a bodily connection, and if
the surgeon's knife could not separate them, then they were worth studying.
Every few years, Elting produced portfolios of his work which were purchased
by doctors for use in developing new treatments for cripples. The Phillips
girls would make very satisfactory subjects.
He led them outside while the light was still at its best. In back of the
building was a courtyard, with a set of steps that led nowhere but climbed the
side of the building and then descended. The whole long wooden back wall of
the building was marked off with numbered grids. A series of cameras was
focused on the wall. Elting explained the system. As the girls walked across
the yard, their feet would trip the wires that would trigger the cameras in
sequence. Elting would have them walk back and forth, then climb the steps
and descend. Later, if there was time and if they did not mind, he would have
them perform some simple lifting, bending, and carrying.
"Just walk as you would normally," he said. "Try to forget about the
cameras. I will stand at the end, so you will simply walk toward me."
After loading the cameras with film and setting the trip wires, he
jogged down to the end of the yard. "You may begin when you are ready," he
called.
"I wish we had not agreed to do this," Marie whispered.
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"Why?" Sally asked. "Are you nervous? You won't be nervous when
you start. It'll just be like playing the piano or something before company.
Once you start, you forget that people are watching."
Up to this point in her life, it still had never occurred to Marie to say
"no" to anything she did not want to do. The most characteristic aspect of her
physical condition, her connection with her twin, was that every possible
source of discord had to be worked out with compromise. In most cases, the
compromise was mutually and silently arrived at. It was almost an
unconscious process. Rarely did any disagreement come to the surface. Marie
often felt rebellious, but she would never have called it that, and her
personality was characterized by a certain jdelding quality, and not by the
expression of rebellion.
What Jacob Elting noticed as a solemn demeanor, and what Mrs.
Bonamy called her "disagreeableness," was one and the same thing: the
symptom of the internal conflict between her desire to rebel and her desire for
harmony with her sister.
Sally, on the other hand, found the perfect expression of her
personality in saying "yes" to all the social demands that were made on her.
She was the type of the perfect young lady. She was agreeable and interested
in other people. She could not really understand why her sister would not
want to have her photograph taken.
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"You wouldn't be so shy if—well, if you wouldn't think about it so
much," she said now. She put her arm around her sister's waist and gave her
a little hug of encouragement.
It was very, very bright in the yard. Mr. Elting had had them remove
their hats. In the photographs, the girls would have a squint.

VI.
Mrs. Bonamy and Mr. Dodd were seated on folding chairs in the shade of a
gigantic oak tree. The ground was littered with dry, absurdly small oak leaves.
Mrs. Bonamy rolled and crackled them under her shoe.
"I'm glad Marie agreed to this portrait session," she said. "It's been hard
to get her to take an interest in anything. She won't even talk. She is always
reading." For an author, Mrs. Bonamy had an inordinate suspicion of too
much reading.
Mr. Dodd suggested a change of scene. A few months in San Francisco.
Maybe even New York.
Mrs. Bonamy was keeping a careful eye on the three figures in the
bright courtyard. Sally's laughter rang out unselfconsciously. Marie looked
from her sister to Elting, her expression uncertain and verging on wildness,
as if she didn't know how to respond and might break down under the
pressure of uncertainty.
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"Travel would only be a diversion," Mrs. Bonamy said. "No. I am
thinking of something else." She smiled, a bit ruefully, at her friend.
"Promise you won't be shocked? I've been wishing the girls would marry."
Dodd's cheeks flushed, a rising of temperature he prepared to attribute
to the warmth of the afternoon, if Mrs. Bonamy decided to rib him on it.
"You are shocked," was all she said. "It does not surprise me. It is the
reaction I expected to get. You are the first person I have even mentioned it
to. It has been on my mind for a while."
"I am not shocked," Dodd protested. "But the world might be."
"I think it is just what is needed." She gazed at the now empty
courtyard. Elting had escorted the girls in for a change of costume. Her tone of
voice was light, but she was very serious. "I am trying to think of what is best
for them. Marie has not been well lately. She's had headaches, and she has
little appetite. I've taken her to doctors, as you know. They offer nothing—
only temporary or impractical solutions."
Dodd was silent.
"I have always intended for them to lead full lives," she said. "Maybe I
have protected them too much. Kept them too much from the world. They
live so much in each other's company."
"You have done admirably," Dodd said.
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"It is not just my wish," she continued. "Their mother wanted them to
marry, if they lived to adulthood. And they really are quite attractive." Her
tone became speculative.
"Oh, that's never been in question," said Dodd. "They've blossomed
under your care. Anyone would marry them. I'd marry either one of them
myself, in a minute."
"Would you?" asked Mrs. Bonamy.
Dodd looked startled, as if only just realizing what he had said.
"I wish you would," she said. "They really are beautiful girls, in spite of
everything. They deserve to be married."
She continued talking in a smooth, seductive tone, as if Dodd had not
committed a possible faux pas. "The only problem would be keeping it quiet. I
wonder, too, if there are any legal objections." As the twins' guardian, she had
become knowledgeable about the problems faced by other siblings who were
in the girls' position. The marriage of Siamese twins had sometimes been
considered an affront to public morality. "They've had their privacy so far, so
why shouldn't it continue?"
Mrs. Bonamy had remained perfectly at ease during this surprising
conversation. It had brought the intimacy between her and Paul Dodd to a
new level. She had planted a thought in his brain.
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Having accomplished this task, she steered the conversation in another
direction. This was one of her main talents, which gave her writing the whiff
of "scandal" without actually making it improper to read.
Dodd remained confused. He did not recognize Mrs. Bonamy's will in
this new turn of affairs. He felt that he no longer knew himself. He had
known Laura Bonamy for years, had been her husband's friend and then,
after her husband's death, had encouraged her to exorcise her grief through
writing and publishing. As for himself, a long engagement had ended when
the young woman married someone else. He had come to think of himself as
destined for an ascetic, intellectual life. He had kept his mind and body pure.
Once or twice, if he thought of a new romantic object, he had thought, rather,
of Laura Bonamy, than her nieces.
But if she could see him in this light, perhaps there was something to
it? He must have already revealed himself in the guise of a suitor, must have
betrayed some unconscious sign of the directions his feelings, unknown to
him, were taking.
Elting had sent the girls into the dressing room to change. They came
out, now, attired in Grecian costumes that floated over their bodies in
diaphanous folds. Dodd approached the edge of the courtyard. He stayed
carefully on the grassy side, as if to step over the line meant some irreversible
decision. He hardly recognized his own feelings, they were so strange to him.
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On the drive up, the women had sat behind him in the car, and he had paid
little attention to them. He had treated them like children. But now it was
clear they were grown women. Mrs. Bonamy was right. They were very
attractive. The simple costumes gave their feminine figures an ageless appeal.
They noticed him watching, and Sally waved. Dodd could see the
rosiness of her skin through the gauzy dress. Elting motioned them onwards,
and this time they ran barefoot across the concrete yard. The camera shutters
clicked. After the run was done they turned at the end of the courtyard and
stood there. The run had caused the small sleeve of the dress to slip off
Marie's shoulder. She had not noticed. The material had come down to rest
on the ligature of flesh. As they caught their breath, the taut span of flesh
seemed to relax like a muscle at rest. The ligature! Like a printer's linked
letters, they stood, the ink of one running into the other.
Marie was in the slightly awkward posture of someone who is unaware
that anyone is watching. Her head jutted a little forward, and her eyes were
open wide, when she caught Dodd staring at them. She flinched, but did not
otherwise move, and quickly took her eyes away from him. She regained the
broad, unfocused stare that was so characteristic of her and that sometimes
made her look as if she were blind.
Elting dashed up to adjust their costume, and Dodd felt a flash of
jealousy.
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VIL
Marie was not a woman who enjoyed social occasions. But parties were
something Mrs. Bonamy insisted upon. Parties widened the twins' social
sphere and prevented them from becoming either too dependent or too bored
with each other's company. Mrs. Bonamy procured them invitations from
others in her group of friends, and every now and then she hosted her own.
Marie had been steeling herself for the occasion. Finally the evening
came. It was the evening before the twins' twenty-fifth birthday, and some
four months after the photography session at Jacob Elting's studio. Mrs.
Bonamy had arranged for music, followed by a late supper. There would be
dancing.
Marie slept badly the night before. She kept dreaming of all the things
that could go wrong while dancing. Falls, collisions, and torn dresses
repeatedly made her start awake. But the sensation of movement was all in
her mind. She was lying still in bed, and she had merely opened her eyes, and
if she turned her head, there was her sister, sleeping undisturbed. She would
fall back asleep, and then the dreams would start again.
In the morning, the delicate skin under her eyes was bluish-gray. Mrs.
Bonamy ordered them to take a nap in the afternoon. There would be no
time for swimming.
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It was another of those days when they seemed to have barely gotten
out of bed before they were sent back. Sally said she was not a bit tired;
nevertheless, she closed her eyes and the rustling of the curtains and the tick
of the clock in the hallway lulled her to sleep. Marie had had the foresight to
take a book with her. She did not want to sleep. It was bad enough that bad
dreams came at night. All she wished for her afternoons was that they be
empty. She opened her book and turned a little on her side, her right cheek
cradled on the pillow.
Caught up in the story, she forgot, for half an hour, the world that she
actually lived in. It was a kind of magic she sometimes was afraid she would
lose. Reading, she seemed to have no body at all, and to have transformed her
existence into the same plane as the lines of print on the page.
The sound of the clock striking and Jane's simultaneous rap on the
door abruptly broke this fantasy. It was still the day that it was. There would
be no escaping the party.
They dressed, Marie in light blue silk, Sally in lavender. At the dressing
table, Marie continued reading while Sally pinned up her hair. She began to
hum a dance tune—a waltz.
Under normal circumstances, Marie would have been able to ignore
such a distraction. Given the tension of the evening, she could not. She could
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no longer concentrate on her book, which, on any other evening, would have
given her the security that the sand gives to the ostrich.
"Marie, what is the matter?" Sally asked, noticing her sister's distress.
"It is nothing," Marie said, even though tears were now streaming
down her cheeks.
"Well, you can't cry now," Sally said in a practical tone of voice.
"Everyone will be here soon. I can hear the musicians tuning up."
The plaintive sounds were indeed audible. They only increased Marie's
agitation.
"Is it the dancing?" Sally asked. "Haven't we practiced and practiced? It
will be fine, you'll see. I've already promised most of them to Paul, and we've
practiced with him dozens of times."
Marie was not reassured. She knew that all eyes would be on them,
even in this gathering of family and friends who were used to their
condition. She did not want to dance, but she would do it to please her sister.
"It is just... I hope we won't have to waltz," she ventured. "You know
I dread a waltz."
"Don't worry!" Sally exclaimed. "Now dry your eyes. It's time for us to
go down."
The carpet had been taken up from the large front room, and a space
for dancing had been cleared. There were already about a dozen people
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there. Marie felt faint. She was grateful when Mr. Dodd appeared out of the
crowd to escort them to a quiet comer. There were chairs arranged in various
parts of the room, but it was understood that the sofa was reserved for the
twins.
Mr. Dodd wished the women a happy birthday. Then he asked after
their health.
"Marie has been reading far too much," Sally said. "I wish we could do
something to make her stop."
"Trouble sleeping?" Mr. Dodd asked. "Eyestrain? Nervous
temperament?"
Marie gazed at him. She often wanted to laugh at him, but everyone
else seemed to take him so seriously.
Sally said, "Those are exactly her symptoms."
"Brain fag," pronounced Mr. Dodd. "Pure and simple. The cure, of
course, is as easy as the cause. Fresh air, diet, and exercise."
"We do exercise," Sally hastened to say.
"Perhaps more attention is to be paid to the diet, then," said Mr. Dodd.
"I myself use Sweetser's Vegetarian Plan."
"Our doctor advised us specifically against Sweetser's," said Sally. She
was enjoying the debate. Marie looked from one to the other, uncertain
whether she was meant to join in, or how.
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"Of course," said Mr. Dodd, "it's not just what you eat, but how. This is
what most people don't know. I would speculate it is the cause of half the
medical complaints in the country. You must chew your food thoroughly.
You must chew it to a cream. Do this, and you can get away with eating
almost anything."
"I will have to try it," said Sally, "although this is a very strange topic of
conversation for a party." She sat up straight, eager to dance. Her alert, ready
posture of necessity also affected Marie. Marie could not help but begin to be
affected by her sister's excitement.
At the same time, her gaze drifted to Mr. Dodd's waistcoat. She
visualized his stomach, filled with a cream. The thought made her feel a little
sick.
"Take the average man's stomach after a meal," Mr. Dodd pursued
his topic. "If you could take a look inside, you'd find it full of half-chewed
food."
Mrs. Bonamy appeared behind them. "I've told the musicians to begin
whenever they are ready," she said. "You mustn't stay hiding in the comer,
now. This is your gala evening! I want to see you girls dancing. Mr. Dodd, I
expect you to do your part."
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Paul Dodd made an awkward little bow from his chair. Then he rose
and offered his hand to Sally. The three of them moved away from the chairs,
to the edge of the dance floor.
Marie had never wanted so badly to be alone. She felt inexpressibly out
of place. The music was, as it happened, a waltz. She resigned herself. The
three of them danced with surprising grace: Mr. Dodd with Sally, and Marie
with the air. Someone at the side of the room, glancing over the whirling
couples, might have thought Marie was dancing alone, like a sleepwalker
making motions in the air. She kept one arm out for balance, the other
around Sally's waist. Mr. Dodd's left arm was thrust snugly in between.
"How well we are dancing tonight!" Sally said.
Mr. Dodd agreed. Marie murmured something inaudible. Around they
went. The momentum of the dance was carrying her in wild circles. She felt
dizzy. She could hardly feel the floor under her feet. Her arm felt damp where
Mr. Dodd's hand was resting half on her and half on Sally. It was a very
unpleasant sensation.
After that dance there was another, then another. Mr. Dodd insisted on
taking a turn partnering Marie, but that did not work out well, since they had
practiced less. They returned to the original arrangement.
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Marie was unhappy; she wanted to be alone; she wanted solitude; but
even so, she still had never once considered the possibility of a surgical
separation from her sister. The idea was as unthinkable as for a healthy
man or woman to consider cutting off an arm or a leg. Her unhappiness
originated in a vague sense of dissatisfaction, and the feeling remained vague
and produced only vague solutions. At the moment, she was unhappy
dancing, so she merely wished to stop dancing. Therefore, when Mr. Dodd
suggested that the three of them take a stroll in the garden, she was happy to
agree.

VIII.
Mrs. Bonamy watched them go out. She remained silhouetted in the window
until the three figures blurred into one shadowy image in the depths of the
garden.
The heavy scent of star jasmine hung in the air. The richness of the
natural perfume seemed intensified by the blackness of the night. There was
no moon. The music carried out into the darkness. To Marie it seemed as if
they were still indoors. The sky seemed as close and artificial as a ceiling. The
quality of the evening brought to mind times when she was still a child and
the world seemed full of mystery and promise, when a night garden could be
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a stage for magic. The luminous, glossy plants inhabited another world. Dim
shapes moved among them.
Mr. Dodd drew Sally's left arm closer to his own. In the darkness,
Marie felt rather than saw this happen.
"He is going to propose," she told herself with silent clarity. At once
she pushed the thought out of her mind. Sally vibrated at her side, all
anticipation, not paying attention to her sister. Nevertheless, Marie did not
want to interfere with the thoughts and feelings that, at this moment, rightly
belonged all to her sister. Their mental sympathy was still great, even though
Sally's thoughts naturally were being drawn elsewhere. Marie had to make
herself disappear.
Mr. Dodd told Sally that he hoped he might speak of something
important, something important to them both. He paused. Sally invited him
to speak further.
Marie remembered how, after another of Sally's failed rendezvous, she
had wept bitterly. "It's not fair," she wailed. "Who can love us, as we are? We
will never know the joys of love and marriage. It is pointless for us to pretend
to be like other girls."
"Don't say that," Marie said over and over. "It's not true. Don't say
that."
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"What is the matter?" asked Mrs. Bonamy, hurrying into the room.
Both girls were crying then and sobbed out their troubles on their aunt's
breast. "I will never have a lover," Sally moaned.
Mrs. Bonamy soothed them. She smoothed their hair and dried their
tears. "Remember, my dear ones," she said, "God gave you separate minds,
even though you share a body. If you want to be happy, you must always
think of that. You are individuals. There will come times in your lives when
you will have to block out the thoughts and feelings of the other. You will
have to. Do you think that you can do this?"
Miserable, they shook their heads. At that moment, it seemed very
unlikely that they would ever again have the opportunity for lovers. At the
same time, Mrs. Bonamy's attitude was offensive. The sisters relied on each
other for companionship, love, and security. They had never willingly shut
the other out. Now Mrs. Bonamy was telling them that that was what they
had to do in order to be loved.
"Look at me, girls," their aunt commanded. "You can do it—I know
you can. Think of the actress on the stage, the last time we went to the theater.
Do you remember how beautiful she was?"
The girls nodded.
"Do you think she is aware, every night, that there are a thousand faces
in the audience watching her every move? Do you think she could remember
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her lines and act her part if she consciously thought about them? It is very
doubtful. Girls, the best advice I can give you is to be your own private,
separate, independent selves. To do this will take the concentration of an
artist."
Marie had never needed this advice more. She was not even thinking
of the future. She called on herself for the strength to get through this
moment.
They had stopped walking. Marie gazed into the shrubs, where some
animal, a squirrel perhaps, was irritated by their presence, rustled the leaves,
and ran away.
Mr. Dodd asked if Sally would become his wife. His voice was earnest,
his sentiments heartfelt. He spoke with a confidence inspired by his certainty
that Sally would say yes.
In the emotion of receiving this proposal, Sally felt for and grasped
Marie's left hand with her right. She squeezed it tightly. She did not seem
conscious of what she was doing. Marie glanced at them, just once, and
quickly looked away. She had intruded. She had done the very thing she had
sworn not to do.
Standing there, she closed her eyes. The image of Mr. Dodd's smooth,
plump lips lingered in her mind. The vision was like a punishment. She
squeezed Sally's hand back and took a deep breath, hoping to clear her head.
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"Well?" asked Mr. Dodd.
"It would make me very happy to be your wife," Sally said. Her voice
was small and thin, as if it came from far away. Marie felt faint. She opened
her eyes, then closed them again. She felt strange. She was in the garden with
her sister and her sister's fiance. They all knew each other very well. She was
happy that her sister was happy.
And she was quite sure that Sally was happy.
Paul Dodd bent to kiss his fiancee. First he kissed her on the cheek.
Then, as his lips touched hers, unexpectedly she sagged in his embrace. Marie
had fallen to the ground in a faint, pulling her sister down with her. Marie's
unconsciousness also affected her sister; Sally became dizzy, her mouth was
dry, and she saw everything in a sickening yellow haze.
Mr. Dodd urged Sally to lie back, not to move. He took off his jacket,
folded it, and put it under her head. Then he ran for the house, calling for
Mrs. Bonamy.
Just before Marie opened her eyes, as she was halfway back to
consciousness, she became aware that Mrs. Bonamy was applying a chilled
wet towel to her forehead. Jane was there at her side, with two fingers on her
wrist, taking her pulse. Marie could not say exactly what words Mrs. Bonamy
had used, but she knew that her aunt was frustrated with her continuing ill
health.
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Marie vowed to herself that her condition would not get in the way of
Sally's marriage.
The thought of separation, never before considered, now was a real
possibility. It would be risky, but she would be willing to give up her life for
her sister.
The thought made her dizzy all over again. She had half risen, but now
she sank back onto the ground. Jane said that she should not walk. The two
women were carried into the house. Mrs. Bonamy apologized to the guests.
The party was over.

IX.
"What do you think of that!" Sally could not contain her excitement. It was
later that night, and they had assured themselves that Marie was not
seriously ill. Jane had taken her pulse and her blood pressure and said it was
not necessary to call the doctor. She had no fever. Marie herself insisted it was
only a loss of equilibrium occasioned by the unaccustomed dancing,
combined with the rich food and the heat of the room.
"Perhaps you did not chew your food thoroughly enough," Sally said.
"You shouldn't make jokes about Mr. Dodd," Marie murmured. "He is
going to be your husband."
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"I will still love and honor and cherish him," Sally said. "But he isn't
here now, is he?"
Marie lay back on the bed. The pillowcase felt cool and restful. The
events of the early evening seemed to have receded into the distant past. Yet
she knew that their shared life had definitely changed.
Sally said, "You don't have to keep calling him Mr. Dodd, not now."
"It will take some getting used to."
"There will be lots of things to get used to."
Mrs. Bonamy glided past the doorway to their room. "Sleep, girls," she
urged. There was a warm, musical undertone in her voice tonight.
"I want my goodnight kiss," Sally said. "Tonight of all nights. Oh, I am
so happy! I wonder if Paul is sitting up, unable to sleep. He is probably pacing
up and down in his study, or outside, smoking, and looking up at the stars."
"There," said Mrs. Bonamy, leaning over the bed and giving first Sally,
then Marie a kiss on the forehead. "I am going to bed. I am very happy for you
both. Don't stay up talking too late. Marie especially; after that faint, you need
to sleep."
Murmured goodnights came from all three. Mrs. Bonamy pulled the
door shut. Marie was alone with her sister. Her forehead prickled with the
memory of her aunt's smooth kiss.
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In the darkness, Sally mused aloud about her trousseau. "Will you
help me, Marie?" she asked. "I'm not ready at all. We never thought of
actually preparing. It's going to be a lot of work."
"I will be glad to help you."
"I'll need so many new things."
"I will help you in any way I can."
Sally gave her sister a quick hug.
"This must have been an even greater surprise to you than it was to
me. I do not blame you for fainting."
"It was not exactly a surprise. Surely you expected it."
"I was hopeful," Sally said. "I thought—I knew that he was interested.
But there have been so many who I thought were interested, who didn't have
his courage or generosity."
"I'm sure he will be a good husband."
"Now you really do sound tired," Sally said. She kissed her sister on
the cheek. "Goodnight."
"Goodnight." Marie felt for her sister's hand under the covers and gave
it a quick, fond squeeze. Then she folded both her hands over her own bare
stomach and lay still and corpselike. The moon had come up and the room
now seemed unnaturally bright and dark at the same time.
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Within five or ten minutes, Sally was asleep. Her body relaxed. Marie
found herself fighting off sleep, willing herself to stay awake. She wanted to
think. The thought of married life with Mr. Dodd was intolerable. What did
other people do in such situations? She knew that other Siamese twins had
married and had children.
"It is too much," she thought. "We have to separate."
The twins were used to touching each other's bodies in the course of
their daily activities. Sleep was no different. They would naturally arrange
themselves in the most comfortable positions and could even turn
completely over in bed without waking each other up. But on this night,
Marie no longer felt comfortable if her thigh brushed Sally's. She could not
let her arm drape across her sister's stomach. She could not. She was stopped
by the thought that soon her sister's body would belong to another.
Up till now, the sisters' relationship had been a kind of marriage. Only
death, they thought, would ever part them. They had shuddered at stories of
twins like themselves whom the surgeon had attempted to separate, and
failed. It was better to be bound for life than to lose their lives on an operating
table.
Yet they were not as close as they used to be. Each, in her own way, had
taken Mrs. Bonamy's advice to cultivate the separation of h!er mind. In Sally,
this aim had taken the form of a romantic desire for lovers, and finally for a
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serious suitor and a husband. She had had to be vain. She had had to be
selfish, to hope that she would be preferred over Marie.
Marie had striven above all for solitude. In Sally's meetings with
would-be lovers, most physically distant, a few more daring, Marie had
practiced the art of withdrawing into herself. She had thought herself very
strong. She had gotten to the point where Sally could be in an embrace and
Marie could be completely unaware of it. She might know it factually, but she
would not feel a thing. She had thought this was the greatest gift she could
give her sister.
But something had happened that they did not anticipate, and now
that it had happened, it was too late to recover their original, close
relationship. They had succeeded in separating their minds. The separation
was gradual, almost imperceptible. It was like the loss of intimacy in a
marriage, where the two partners had once thought of themselves as halves
of one being. Having never imagined themselves as anything but soulmates,
they are not aware of the creeping process of separation. One morning, one of
them wakes up to find a stranger in the bed.
Whoever first comes to this realization experiences the greater despair.
His or her instinct is to conceal this dreadful secret from the other, who is still
conceived of as the beloved—caimot be conceived of as anything else. The
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loss of feeling must be the fault of the one who admits it first. Thus, it has to
be kept a secret.
How terrible is that knowledge, the second stage of sexual knowledge,
as depressing as the first union of love is exalting! How terrible to lie with the
formerly cherished body next to yours and feel only indifference—perhaps
even repulsion! The bodies remain in contact, but the souls are no longer in
communion.
"So this is despair," Marie thought.
Overcome with emotion, she felt a hot flush spread across her face.
There was an irresistible pressure behind her eyes. She did not recognize the
pressure as the force of tears that had been building up all evening and now
were seeking their natural outlet. Tears ran down her face. She put her hands
up to her face. Her hands became as wet as if she were holding them under a
faucet. She could not stop the course of the emotion. The attack seemed to
collapse her whole being, as if she had lost the use of her arms and legs and
only the convulsing core of her body were left to bear the burden of feeling.
The act of silent sobbing brought her relief. Soon she came back to herself. She
reached for a handkerchief, dried her eyes, and blew her nose, all without
waking her sister.
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X.

In the morning she woke possessed by a gray determination. The world
looked and felt different. Everything that she had gotten used to was no
longer that way. Overnight, the world seemed more tangible. She took it all
in—the bed, the soft worn sheets, the high plaster ceiling, Sally's breathing.
She felt distant from everything. With a kind of neutrality, she thought, "It
will be possible. I will tell her, and it will happen. There will be a surgeon,
somewhere, who can do this."
"Marie, are you awake? Marie, I've been awake for such a long time."
Sally turned to her sister and enveloped her in an impetuous embrace.
"Marie, I'm getting married! It's really true. I didn't imagine it. I woke up this
morning and remembered, and I was so happy."
There was something voluptuous in Sally's embrace. Now that she
was about to enter into marriage, her body was changing. Marie recoiled from
the embrace. Her sister did not perceive it. Marie's reactions were hidden,
even though she imagined that she was making the dramatic gestures of
someone on stage and that her voice resounded like thunder. Our own inner
voices always blare like trumpets. In our minds, we rear like wild horses
resisting the bridle.
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Her sister's naked body seemed appallingly fleshly. Her plump breasts
reached for Marie like a pair of broad, warm hands. She lay back on the
pillows. Her eyes were open. With parted lips, she envisioned her marriage.
She had always been attractive, but now she glowed with life. She had not
really been in love before, but now she was going to be in love with Paul
Dodd. In her imagination, she transformed him into the suitor she had been
waiting for for years.
"Now all I want is for you to be as happy as I am," Sally said. "Maybe
Mr. Elting will court you."
"Mr. Elting?"
"He likes you. He's often come to visit."
"He does not care anything for me. Now that you are engaged, you
want to cast the same romantic veil over everyone else."
"Oh, but he liked you," Sally said. "Don't you want to know how I
know?"
"I know that he never said so."
"There are other ways of telling. I could see him. You know."
Marie was silent.
"You know what I mean, Marie."

Arl

"How can you say it was me?" Marie demanded. "It was the two of us
there together."
On their second visit to Jacob Elting's studio, they had gone by
themselves. Mr. Elting had proposed their participation in a series of figure
studies. Sally had accepted at once. Marie hesitated.
"Do you mean . . . undraped?" she inquired.
"The musculature of the human body cannot properly be seen
otherwise," Mr. Elting said. "Your hesitation is natural, but let me assure you,
you will be performing a valuable service for science and for art. And you will
not be alone. You have many predecessor subjects. The human body comes in
such a magnificent variety. Twenty different models would be inadequate. A
man would need at least a thousand individual types in order to begin to
record the strength and beauty of the human body in motion."
"We've already done the others," Sally said.
"Come, let me show you some examples," Mr. Elting murmured.
"They will dispel any doubts you may have."
In his studio large leatherbound albums contained prints all neatly
labeled in pencil underneath with the date and a caption descriptive of
movement: Slender Woman Walking, Woman Reading a Book, Woman
With One Hand to Her Hair.
"You seem surprised," said Mr. Elting.
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"There are so many!" Sally said. "Who are they all?"
"They are friends to the cause of scientific photography," said Mr.
Elting.
"Marie," said Sally. "You can't possibly object."
The women in the pictures were nearly all smiling. Some of them
were obviously laughing heartily; it showed in their bodies as well as their
faces. Only their breasts looked lost, as if they were facing another direction.
"Well?" asked Sally.
They had done it. Mr. Elting had invited them into the courtyard.
There they did a series similar to their first. He had them walk as usual; then
run across the yard; then they hopped on one foot each, which made them
break down laughing.
"It is ridiculous," Marie exclaimed. "What are we thinking?"
"What would people say if they could see us?" Sally laughed.
Because of their condition, they were far more accustomed to states of
nudity or partial nudity than most other women would have been. Their
whole lives they had had to submit to the examinations of various doctors.
Swimming naked seemed like common sense to them. The basic fact of their
physical connection meant that each was used to the other's body. They never
had the opportunity to develop what is considered natural modesty about
their own bodies.
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Even so, they had never done anything like this before. Elting seemed
to have disappeared behind his cameras.
"Stop for a moment," he called out. "Miss Phillips—Miss Sally—if you
could stand with your legs a little apart? Miss Marie, you too."
"Like this?" Sally asked.
"Yes—now, just lift your chin. One shoulder is a little high." He
hurried over to them. "With your permission?" With apparently careful
thought he adjusted their positions, pressing lightly on Marie's right
shoulder and turning her right hip out. She shuddered in a nervous response
at his touch. "Goose bumps?" he asked. "Now do not move a muscle until I
say."
Mr. Elting sent them in to dress soon after.
"Just look at us," said Sally. "The wind has done that. Or is it Mr.
Elting's eyes, do you think?" Both women's nipples were hard and round.
"It is the wind, of course," Marie said.
"It must have been a very strong wind, because it also made Mr. Elting
show all the signs of amorous excitement."
"Sally! Are you sure?"
"There was no mistaking it. Am I embarrassing you?"
"Of course not. But you should not have looked. You may have
embarrassed Mr. Elting, if—if he saw you."

Although Marie told her sister that politeness sometimes demanded
that one not look, she herself could not help but observe that her sister swept
one finger quickly between her legs before pulling on her clothes.
Mrs. Bonamy had given her nieces a thorough modern education, but
she had dwelled only briefly on what she called auto-stimulation.
"It may be caused by some friction of dress or some arrangement of the
limbs. It does not necessarily signal an amative thought. It is natural and need
not be the occasion for any shame. Know that it will pass. Psychical damage is
caused only by dwelling unnecessarily on such thoughts."
It was a vice that Sally gave in to from time to time. When the desire
seized her, those were the times that she was able to shut Marie out of her
consciousness completely. If Marie looked at her, it was like looking at
someone in another room. Marie had no desire to take part in the same
practice. She envied the illusion that her sister was alone.
Now, on the morning after the party, Sally began by wondering
whether, now that she was engaged, she ought to tell her fiance about the
second photography session with Elting. "I feel that I ought to tell Paul,
because I feel that I ought to tell him everything. As his wife, certainly, I
ought to tell him—I ought to have no secrets." She spoke aloud, but in a soft,
musing voice that was directed only at herself.
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"But I am afraid he would be scandalized. He would think it was very
improper."
Marie, gazing at the ceiling, could not help but agree. She wished now
that they had never done it. Now that Mr. Dodd had presented himself as
Sally's future husband, it seemed wrong for her to have been so free with her
body.
How strange it had felt to stand outside with no clothes on, not in Mrs.
Bonamy's familiar garden, but in the bare courtyard, with Mr. Elting asking
them to move here and there!
Sally's hand nestled between her legs. She had stopped speaking, but
Marie was perfectly able to follow her line of thought. Sally was not putting
up any barrier to her sister. What if Paul had been at Elting's that day? she
was wondering. What if he had happened to call just then? He might have
seen us. If Mr. Elting was affected physically as he was, just imagine if Paul.. .
feeling about me as he already did, even then, for so he told me ... or, what if
he had seen what I saw of Mr. Elting ... he would have been angry ... he
would not have been able to contain his desires . . .
Marie sighed. She was ready to get out of bed. Any longer and she
feared she would become disagreeable. The sound of Sally's fingers against
her wet flesh was persistent and irritating.
There. Sally was done.
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"Marie, are you awake?" she asked, as if she had forgotten their earlier
conversation. "It's funny. After Paul and I are married ... I suppose you will
have to start wearing a nightdress."

XI.
"There is something I want to ask you," Marie said. She had finished dressing
first.
"Let me just fix this ribbon," said Sally.
"It is important."
"Well, I'm listening."
"I have thought about it all night. It is not the first time I have thought
of it. It is not easy to mention, either, but I know it is better to do so than not
to say anything until . . . until it is too late."
"What do you mean, too late? What are you talking about?"
"It is the marriage," Marie said. "I can't pretend that it doesn't worry
me. I don't know how it is going to work."
Sally looked concerned. "You like Paul, don't you?"
"It doesn't matter whether I like him or not. You are happy. That is
what is important. I am more concerned about. . . practicalities."
"What do you mean?"
"Well, there is, for example, the question of where to live."
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"Marie, you are thoughtful to worry about us! But every married
couple has to answer such questions for themselves."
"Yes, I know. That is not exactly what I mean. Oh! I can't think of any
subtle way to say it. Don't you think—I mean, do you think we ought to
consult a surgeon?"
Sally stared. "We have always said that we would never be separated."
"I know. But we never thought of this. Of marriage. You will want
privacy. You cannot have a marriage without it."
"Marie, it is good of you to be concerned. But, you have to realize, I
don't want anything to change. I want to be married to Paul, but I never want
to be separated from my sister."
"But—"
Sally stopped her with a kiss. "Don't say anything more. I won't listen."
They went downstairs to breakfast. Mrs. Bonamy looked happy,
anticipating the beginning of several months of planning for the wedding,
the trousseau, and the honeymoon. When she heard what Marie proposed,
she agreed with Sally: surgery should not be considered. "I am very surprised
to hear about this. Marie, is this true? I can't believe it. Why would you want
to do such a thing now?"
"Because it is now. The marriage—"
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"The risk makes it out of the question. The surgery could be fatal. It
usually is. Think of your sister. You could be taking away her chance of
happiness—her life—and yours!"
"I know that is not how you were thinking of it," Sally hastened to say.
"I know you were thinking of what would be for the best. It was very
generous. But to leave things the way they are—that is what is for the best."
"I agree completely," said Mrs. Bonamy. "There must be no question of
surgery."
"I know that Paul would feel the same way."
"But listen," said Marie. "Oh, you are not listening to me."
"You are overwrought," said Mrs. Bonamy. "When you are calmer,
you will feel differently."
"I am not overwrought," Marie said, her voice unsteady. "I know what
I am saying. I know what I am doing. I know what I want."
"Oh, you don't know," said Mrs. Bonamy. "You are being foolish, and
you will make yourself ill."
"Let us change the subject," said Sally. "I am engaged to be married and
I want everyone else to be happy too." She looked from her sister to Mrs.
Bonamy. Despite her words, her eyes glimmered and her lips trembled.
"Marie, do not pull down your sister's mood. You know it will happen
if you persist in following this train of thought."
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Marie took a breath. She felt trapped, but there was no point in
continuing the conversation. "Very well. Could I have some eggs and bacon,
please," she said to Ellen, the serving girl.
"That's better," Mrs. Bonamy said.
Marie only ate a little of her breakfast. The sight of the serving dishes
full of scrambled eggs, bacon, sausages, and oatmeal reminded her of the
painful reality of the world that she was now living in. She did not know
how she could possibly get used to it.
After breakfast, Sally said that she wanted to write a letter to Mr. Dodd.
Marie continued to feel hyperaware of sights and sounds around her. As
Sally's pen scratched across the paper, Marie could feel the friction of the nib
against the fibers of the stationery.
"Dear Dr. McAllister," she wrote on her own sheet of paper. She knew
that Sally would not look at it. "My sister and I are twins connected since
birth. We are now twenty-five. Personal circumstances now make a
separation imperative. We—"she hesitated over the pronoun—"desire it.
"We are connected in the area of the upper chest.
"Hoping to hear from you at your earliest convenience,
"—Marie Phillips."
She read it over once, then wasted no time in sealing it into an
envelope. She was careful not to include the doctor's title in his address,
which was in Philadelphia. She had read the surgeon's name in a magazine
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article about advances in medicine. At the time, she had had no thought of •
surgery for herself and her sister. But now, when she needed it, the name
came back to her as if she had foreseen the day she would change her mind.
She seldom contacted the outside world. For the most part the world
came to them through Mrs. Bonamy. Once, when she was an adolescent, she
had written to an actress they had seen in a play. The actress sent her picture
in reply. Marie had put it into a velvet-covered case. The woman seemed the
very face of beauty, beyond masculine or feminine. Her eyes were kind. Her
bare shoulders gave off an incandescent, amber glow. Marie had not dared to
kiss the image. Sometimes she had touched the lips of the picture with her
fingertip, as if hushing her own self to silence.

XII.
During the month that followed, Paul Dodd visited his fiancee almost every
day.
During the same time, Mrs. Bonamy's book came out. She declared
that it was her last work of nonfiction. If she put pen to paper again, it would
be for fiction.
"You mean . . . novels?" Mr. Dodd glanced toward the late Mr.
Bonamy's amiable visage in the portrait on the piano, as if looking for
guidance in his own reactions. He was not, himself, a reader of fiction.
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"Don't condemn me before I've written any," Mrs. Bonamy chided
him. "I don't know what I will write. I am contemplating some short
sketches. Character studies. My ambitions are small."
"I hope I have not offended you."
"Not at all. I know what you think—that too much reading is
unhealthy."
"It is bad for the eyes," Mr. Dodd said. "I cannot speak for what it does
to the brain. That is my main objection to fiction. It is not that the material is
intrinsically unhealthy. It is that a gripping story truly takes hold of the brain
and forces the reader to keep reading, longer, probably, than he would with
drier matter. It is for this reason that novels are not permitted in some
sanitaria."
"Really? I did not know that." Mrs. Bonamy smiled. "I will make sure I
write only the shortest of stories, for the sake of my readers' health."
Mr. Dodd's tenets regarding health and hygiene were of the strictest.
His father had passed away at forty. This made him scrupulous in how he
took care of himself. He ate no fish, meat, or fowl. Upon rising in the
morning, he performed a series of calisthenics. He walked briskly outdoors
except in the most inclement weather. Once a year, for two weeks, he took a
holiday in the mountains.
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The effects of this regimen were readily apparent as he himself neared
the age of his father's death. He had a well-formed physique and a bluff
complexion. People said he looked ten years younger than his age.
He did not regret having put off marriage until now.
He had, however, put on some weight since the happy announcement
was made. He blamed the gain on all the meals he was enjoying chez
Bonamy. Mrs. Bonamy had a sweet tooth and their meatless dinners were
always followed by a cake, a tart, or an ice.
Mrs. Bonamy and Sally put their heads together and came up with a
list of things that were needed for Sally's trousseau. Both sisters set to work
adding lace and embroidery to new underthings. Sally chattered so much, and
Marie was usually so quiet anyway, that Sally never noticed that Marie could
work for an hour without saying anything.
The pile of dainty underclothes expanded to fill one shelf in the
wardrobe, then another.
Much thought was given to how Marie should dress at the wedding.
The design for Sally's dress was already chosen. Marie had refused to offer any
opinion or preference.
"If you do not say what you want, we will have to choose for you," said
Mrs. Bonamy.
Marie shrugged.
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"You are impossible," said her aunt. "Well, we are leaving for San
Francisco next week for the fittings. You have a few more days to think about
it."
"San Francisco?" Marie had forgotten about the fittings. She had heard
nothing in answer to her letter to the surgeon, but now that they were going
to be away from home for a week, she became convinced that the letter would
arrive in their absence.
"I am glad to see you are taking an interest at last," Mrs. Bonamy said,
misinterpreting her niece's agitation.
The seamstress in San Francisco was a Frenchwoman a few years older
than Mrs. Bonamy. She was quite a friend of the family and had made dresses
for the sisters for many years. News of the wedding had delighted her.
"Mademoiselle Phillips," she said, "since you will be standing next to
your sister, you have only to stretch out your hand to catch the bouquet. Next
year, I would like to make a wedding dress for you and the bridesmaid's dress
for your sister."
Marie murmured some politeness. Her words were barely audible.
"Marie has not been well," Mrs. Bonamy apologized to the seamstress.
"It is her nerves. She is easily overexcited."
"Oh, that surprises me," commented the seamstress. "I would have
called Miss Phillips phlegmatic rather than excitable. But neurasthenia takes
so many forms."
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Marie hardly felt herself present in the little atelier, even though, at
that moment, she was the center of attention, with Mrs. Bonamy casting a
critical eye on the dress; Sally exclaiming over the beauty of the fabric and
catching it between her fingers, saying she could not keep her hands off it; and
Madame Corelli commenting alternately on the virtues of weddings and the
symptoms of nervous exhaustion. The two sisters were standing on a low
bench, which allowed the seamstress to pin up the lower hem of Marie's
dress. The studio had a cozy air, with comfortable chairs and the walls draped
with rich fabrics that gave it an "Arabian Nights" atmosphere. Marie felt a
little like a pet dog being costumed by children.
That night they went to see Hamlet at the Geary Theater. Paul Dodd
went with them. He had come up to the city with them but would stay only a
few days. The play was Sally's suggestion. They were all trying to shake Marie
out of her depression. Even reading did not hold her interest the way it used
to. The novel she had brought with her lay untouched in her luggage. At
dinner, she made no pretense of interesting herself in the conversation. She
gazed aimlessly around the room and ate only a little.
Their seats were in a box that a friend of Mr. Dodd had taken for the
season. The sisters sat on a wide, plush bench, Mr. Dodd on a chair drawn
close to Sally. Sally kept leaning toward Mr. Dodd to whisper into his ear. Out
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of necessity, Marie leaned also, as if keeping her balance on the tossing deck of
a boat.
Normally so patient, she seemed to have reached her limit of
tolerance. "Do keep still," she hissed at one point.
"Sorry," Sally whispered back, gaily, taking no offense.
Marie watched the play. She felt that the actor who played Hamlet was
attractive in voice, figure, face. But he was far away, a tiny figure on the stage.
She was not sure what it was, precisely, that bothered her about Mr. Dodd.
There was nothing objectionable in his appearance. He was not ugly. He was
not unclean. Quite the opposite; he was a fanatic on the subject of hygiene.
His moustache, it was true, had many different colors of hair mixed together.
Sometimes his throat seemed red. hi Sally, of course, there was nothing to
repulse her. That would be as illogical as for her to be repulsed by her own
body.
The whispers of the lovers grated on her nerves. She acknowledged
that as the sole source of her irritation. She acknowledged it, and tried to
concentrate on the play.
As she watched, she was overwhelmed with a longing for soliloquy.
With a barely articulated despair, she saw the actor stand aside, although
there were others on the stage, and mimic private speech. He gave voice to
his inmost thoughts. He could choose when and where to speak, and to
whom. These were freedoms she would never enjoy.
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She mourned for the loss of her girlish innocence. When she and her
sister were children, it seemed natural and desirable that what happened to
one of them also happened to the other. When both were thirsty, it seemed
enough for one of them to drink. Marie had shared Sally's feelings and Sally
had shared hers. They hardly thought of other people having similar desires.
Certainly they never imagined that grown men and women would want such
a connection with each other.
Marie did not blame Sally for wanting to be married. But she also
wanted something for herself. She was not even sure what it was. She had
written to the surgeon, she was thinking of the risky maneuver of separation,
in hopes that if the operation were successful, then she would be in a position
to find out.

XIII.
On their return to Mayfield, Marie found a letter bearing a Philadelphia
postmark. She did not betray any excitement, but put it together with her
other letters. She opened it at the first opportunity.
It was only a few lines long. The words were polite and matter-of-fact.
The letter came from Dr. McAllister's secretary. The surgeon was engaged
with a teaching position abroad until the summer. Marie's letter would be
brought to his attention on his return.
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Marie refolded the letter and placed it back in the envelope. Her future
now looked entirely bleak. Summer would be too late. The marriage would
have already taken place.
Was there no way to avoid it?
Thus far, in his visits, Mr. Dodd had ventured little in the way of
intimacies with his future wife. He had no hesitation about discussing the
most intimate gastrointestinal details with companions of either sex, but he
was much less at ease with performing the attentions one would expect from
an affianced lover.
In Sally's previous experiences with men, they had dared more than
Paul Dodd, but they had also run away. One had gone so far as to hint at
marriage; but within a few days, he had written to her, saying that although
he was greatly drawn to her, the constant and unavoidable presence of a sister
was a great detriment to his ardor. She was, therefore, not disturbed that Paul
did not pursue his wooing more vigorously. He had already won her, and he
showed no signs of an abrupt departure.
Sally, who was naturally affectionate, was the bolder one in the couple.
She clasped his hand, and touched his cheek, and invited him to kiss her, all
of which he participated in, without pushing her further.
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As the wedding day approached, it was greatly on Marie's mind that
the sisters needed to speak seriously with Mr. Dodd. She broached the topic
with Sally.
"You are right," said Sally gravely. "I had thought of it myself, only I
wondered ... I was not sure if it was proper for me to mention it."
The women agreed that it would not be fair to ask Mrs. Bonamy to
perform this service for them. They agreed to speak to Paul about it as soon as
possible. Marie would speak first. In the back of her mind was the hope that
Mr. Dodd had failed to consider the very real physical circumstances that
would be involved in the fact of his marriage. Perhaps he would back out.
Mrs. Bonamy now habitually left the three alone together. When Mr.
Dodd called the next afternoon, he found his usual armchair placed close to
Marie's end of the couch, not Sally's. He began to move it.
"Wait just a moment," Marie said. "I hope you do not mind ... 1 had
hoped to have a private conversation with you."
Mr. Dodd looked toward Sally. She demurely lowered her eyes.
"It is on an important matter that concerns us—it concerns all of us,"
Marie continued. "I am uncertain how best to bring it up. I hope I will not be
too blunt. I hope I will not shock you or embarrass you. Mr. Dodd, that is not
my intention."
Paul Dodd licked his lips nervously. "Please go on," he said when
Marie did not continue immediately. "I am listening."
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"You have made us all very happy by your proposal to my sister,"
Marie said. "It has fulfilled our aunt's dearest wish. I'm afraid we have been
so absorbed in preparations for the wedding, we have not given as much
thought as we should have to . . . well, to married life."
"No—I suppose not."
"I wish to say . . ." Marie searched for the words. "I am not sure how to
say this. Mr. Dodd, I wish to say that... in your role as a husband, you need
have no hesitations . . . none at all. Sally and I have discussed it, and we are in
complete agreement."
"Since we were babies," Sally broke in, "Marie and I have lived in
perfect intimacy with each other's bodies."
Mr. Dodd looked at his hands.
"Well now," he said. "I think I know what you are saying. I am
prepared."
"Mr. Dodd, Sally will be your wife," Marie said. "You will be her
husband. I want you to know that it is quite possible for me to separate myself
from my sister's feelings, sensations, thoughts, and emotions. Our bodies may
be connected, but we are separate beings. After you are married, you may
conduct yourself as would any husband alone with his wife."
"I understand," said Mr. Dodd.

Marie sighed. The speech had been so easy to say. While she was saying
it, she believed it. It seemed possible that it would all work out. She allowed
Mr. Dodd to take her hand and squeeze it gratefully. Then he took his chair
and moved it to be near Sally.
"Isn't my sister thoughtful?" Sally asked him.
"Oh, she is."
"Give me a kiss, Paul! You see, you don't need to be so shy. 1 am not a
young and innocent girl. After all, 1 am twenty-five."
Mr. Dodd obliged by touching his lips to Sally's warm cheek. She
expertly diverted the kiss to her mouth. "Isn't it nice?" she murmured. "After
we are married, you can kiss me all the time."
Marie let her mind roam into some time in the indefinite future,
when Sally would be Mrs. Dodd and she, Marie, would still be whoever she
was. She thought of how difficult it had been for Sally to find a husband.
There had been so many obstacles, but there had not been the one that Marie
would have if she also wanted to marry: the obstacle of a connected twin
sister who already had a husband. Marie did not know what she was going to
do. She did not even think that she wanted to be married, yet she could not
think of anything else. The brief reply from the surgeon's secretary seemed
the source of all her frustration.
"Are you still afraid of me?" Sally asked Mr. Dodd fondly. "1 would
think that after all this time . . . "
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"No, of course not," Mr. Dodd protested.
Marie narrowed her eyes. She could feel the mounting force of Sally's
desire. She would keep daring Mr. Dodd onwards. It was always possible that
he would still prove unequal to the challenge of this marriage. She held her
breath and waited, not wanting to do anything to interfere with the scene.
Sally kissed Mr. Dodd repeatedly. His efforts to dodge her kisses only
made her laugh. Her hands rested lightly on his knees. They did not stay
there for long. Her left hand groped for and then swooned over the
unmistakable physical sign of Mr. Dodd's attraction to her. The single brief
touch was enough. She kissed him again on the mouth with moderate
passion and then ceased. Marie felt her sister's exultation, but all she knew
was that they had spoken to Mr. Dodd and he had not run away.

XIV.
The girls' father came to the wedding. Mrs. Bonamy felt that he could not be
omitted from the ceremony. Mr. Phillips was a dentist in Modesto. He was a
sad-faced man whose hands smelled of tooth powder and silver amalgam. He
felt his uselessness amid the preparations. Of course he did not know many of
Mrs. Bonamy's friends. In his narrow black suit, he looked as if he was at the
wedding by accident and had really been headed for a funeral. He stood until
he could not bear it anymore; then he sat. After a while he stood again. The

other guests seemed to have been given a script, in advance, that told them
where to be and what to do. Mr. Phillips, his whole life, had never been given
the script.
He was a disappointed man. Before the birth, he had hoped that his
children would join him in his business of crafting artificial teeth and
crowns. This had not come to pass. His daughters were alien to him. Marie
resembled him in temperament, but the nature of the resemblance was such
that it only put a barrier between them. He had left them to their mother,
while she lived. When she died, and Mrs. Bonamy offered to take them, the
offer came as a blessing.
He worked long hours in his office, bent over the table on which he
hammered out teeth. He worked over them as a jeweler would shape
diamonds. He thought that, not eyes, but teeth were the windows of the soul.
He was relieved when the ceremony began. It gave him something to
do. This part had been rehearsed. He found himself walking with his
daughters toward the judge, a friend of Mrs. Bonamy's, who was performing
the ceremony. The judge stood in front of a bank of cut flowers beautifully
arranged. Mr. Phillips reached his mark. Now that his job was over, he felt a
rush of confidence; he felt that he could take on a great affair like a wedding
every day of the week.
Marie listened to the words of the ceremony. The judge seemed to be
speaking very slowly. She saw her mother's face, a fading memory. Her death
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had made the sisters' connection with their father distant, almost
circumstantial. Marie wrote to him every month, but the letters were short,
pro forma. Her aunt and her sister were really the only people she had in the
world. She felt a sudden, passionate affection for her sister. Inwardly she
accused herself of selfishness for having wanted to be literally, violently
severed from her.
The newl)rwed couple would be spending their honeymoon week in
San Francisco at a hotel. The three of them would take the train later that
afternoon. Jane would accompany them. After the honeymoon, they would
occupy the suite of rooms upstairs that had been unused since Mr. Bonamy's
death. Mrs. Bonamy had decided to schedule her planned trip to New York
for this time. She would be gone for a month or two. Mr. Dodd only had
bachelor quarters in Palo Alto. This would give the couple time to find a
more permanent place to live.
The afternoon passed in a blur. Marie received congratulations along
with her sister and Mr. Dodd. She flushed under the curious looks that stayed
with them after people spoke with them directly. Mrs. Bonamy's friends were
liberal-minded; they were used to seeing the girls at her parties; but no one
ever thought that they would marry. A prurient interest colored factual
questions about hotels and houses.
Marie did her best to respond to the sentiments of the guests. Socially,
she was like someone making her way through a room in the dark. She felt
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her way with her arms outstretched. She was fearful of bumping into things,
yet wanted to find furniture or walls or anything that would tell her where
she was.
Jacob Elting was among the guests. He offered congratulations to Sally
and Mr. Dodd, then paused before Marie. He held on to her hand longer than
necessary.
"I understand that you will be in San Francisco through the end of next
week," he said.
"Yes."
"I hope you and your sister will come to my studio after you return."
"I don't know. I don't know what our plans will be. We are sure to be
very busy." It was strange to be under Elting's scrutiny. Even without his
camera, he seemed to put frames around things. Under his gaze, Marie felt
her movements divided up into segments. She felt herself analyzed. The
sensation was unpleasant.
"I wish you would not examine me so closely," she said.
"I can't help it," he said. "It is the way I look at things."
"You should move on. There are others waiting to speak to us."
"Then I won't keep you." But before he let go of her hand he told her
that he would like to photograph them again.
Mrs. Bonamy and the girls' father went with them to the train station.
Before they boarded the train Sally was overcome with emotion and flung
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her arms around her father. "Oh!" she said. "Now I am truly grown up. How
strange—I've only just realized it."
Marie remained dry-eyed. Mrs. Bonamy said goodbye to Sally, kissing
her fondly on both cheeks. She called Mr. Dodd her son-in-law and embraced
him too. Then she took Marie's face between her hands.
"You must take care," she said. "Remember your nerves. Think of your
sister. You have to take her into account, now, even more than before." She
took Jane aside and said, "Look after my girls. I rely on you to let me know if
anything happens as far as their health. You have my permission to bring in
the doctor if you think it necessary."

XV.
The train clattered and swayed on the trip north. It was twilight, and Marie
was glad, because that meant the anxious day was almost over. The most
difficult part still lay ahead; but for now, she did not think of that. She was
glad to have the ceremony behind her, to be away from all the people, away
from Mrs. Bonamy and from her father. She was glad to be caught up in the
motion of the train. She did not have to be responsible or make any decisions,
nor did she have to go inside herself and hide her real feelings. She could just
sit and look out the window. The darkening window began to give her an
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image of herself in the greasy glass. She allowed herself to feel a little sorry for
herself. "Poor dear," she said to herself in an imaginary, soothing voice. "This
too will be behind you tomorrow."
Marie put her hand to her mouth to cover a yawn. The rocking of the
train had already put Jane to sleep. The nurse was seated opposite her. Mr.
Dodd sat across from Sally.
"Not long now," Mr. Dodd said at one point, in the voice in which he
spoke to Sally.
But there were still twenty or thirty minutes left, according to the
schedule, before the train would pull into the station at San Francisco.
Throughout the afternoon Marie had felt the sex instinct at work in
Sally and, through her, in Mr. Dodd. It had not been apparent before or
during the wedding ceremony. That event had taken too much
organizational energy on the part of everyone involved. But as they stood
and received everyone's words of congratulation, Sally with her arm in Mr.
Dodd's, Marie felt the electric signals passing from the body of one into the
other. She was privy to a startling intimacy. The affectionate touches of a
newly married couple that were acceptable in public carried a secret charge.
The fleeting touches were like buds that only needed a small amount of
refreshing rain in order to unfurl.
Before he met Sally, Paul Dodd had not thought of himself as a man
who was attractive to women. This was especially the case since his former
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fiancee had left him. Sally's quickness to give her feelings physical expression
had changed him. He was feeling agitated and rather tired after all that the
day had already required of him, but Sally looked so adorable in her traveling
dress that he was looking forward to the rest of the evening with elation.
The train continued to rattle and rock back and forth, seeming at times
to move as much sideways as forward. Marie closed her eyes, giving in to the
spell of the movement. The sound of the engine roared in her ears. She
leaned her head against the window. The motion of the train shook her slight
body.

XVI.
They dined in the hotel restaurant. They had arranged beforehand for one of
the private dining rooms. The conversation was subdued. No one urged
Marie to eat. They had all been so busy with planning for the wedding, that
now that the occasion was over they had, temporarily, nothing to talk about.
From somewhere within the walls of the dining room came the sound
of a dumbwaiter being raised or lowered. The thick velvet curtains and dark
flocked wallpaper muffled but did not conceal the mechanical intrusion. The
hotel, like the city, operated vertically as well as horizontally. The elevators,
dumbwaiters, and electrical and telephone lines sent nervous impulses
throughout the building and out into the city.

Marie had once been sent to a doctor who recommended a course of
galvanotherapy. In the treatment, her head and neck were wet with water.
Then a masseuse with an electrode at her wrist had placed her hand on
Marie's forehead. The current had passed through the masseuse into Marie.
The masseuse had stroked her face and neck. Marie had gone for several
V

treatments. She had also been prescribed electric baths. They had not seemed
to help, in the end. The sensation had been a little nauseating. The doctors
had said that such treatments were not always effective. The effectiveness
depended on the constitution of the individual patient. In Marie's case, both
her condition and any prescribed treatments would be affected by her physical
link with another, healthy individual.
Marie was finished with her meal before Sally and Mr. Dodd. Mr. Dodd
had prevailed on Sally to try his recommended practice of slow and thorough
chewing for health. She waited for them in a still posture and a pensive
mood. Sally began to talk about what they might do in the coming week.
There was the park and museums and the theater. Whereas Marie's
nervousness was systemic, Sally's was provoked purely by the occasion. Mr.
Dodd placed his hand over hers.
"It is getting late," he said. "Perhaps we had better go up."
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Mr. Dodd held his wife's arm until they left the private dining room. There
they separated. The three of them did not want to attract any attention. Two
women, obviously sisters, might walk closely together but it was unusual for
them to do so if one of them was also on the arm of a man. They passed
quietly through the hotel lobby. In the elevator, Mr. Dodd once again took
Sally's arm.
They had a suite of rooms on an upper floor. The carpet was thick and
plush underfoot. The furniture looked comfortable. It was also plush, with
maroon upholstery and a carved oak wardrobe, bureau, and bed.
Mr. Dodd and Sally embraced. "I will leave you for an hour," he said.
"Will that be enough time?"
"Yes."
He turned and went into the other room, closing the door behind him.
Sally began to undress. They had spread their nightclothes out on the
bed when they arrived. Marie undressed too. They had always slept
unclothed, but now it would obviously be quite improper for Marie to do so.
"Do you think he will be pleased with me?" Sally asked.
Marie was startled. "Of course. Why wouldn't he be?"
"I don't know. I feel strange, myself. This is what I have wanted—to be
married. But right now I don't feel as if I do want it. I don't feel as if I want
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anything. I feel sort of cold and impartial." She touched her body with her
hands. "I don't feel like myself."
"You are attracted to him," Marie said. "Do not worry. Once he is
here—you will see."
"I hope so." She shook her head. "We'd better get dressed."
Marie had been on the point of assuring her sister that the natural
impulses would take over. This was something she had read. It was scientific
authority. She herself had never actually felt the natural impulse.
"I must ask you one thing," Sally said. "Forgive me. I know you would
do it anyway."
"What is it?"
"Paul is still a little shy, I think, in spite of all the time we've spent
together and what we've talked about. If I feel this way, how will he feel?
Marie, you will leave us alone, won't you? You won't be there?"
"I'll disappear," Marie promised.
There was a knock at the door.
"Just a moment," Sally called.
She turned out the light. The women got into bed. Marie closed her
eyes. The bed was larger than the one they had at home. She was glad to be
hidden under the covers. Sally called for her husband to come in. The room
lightened when the door opened. Then it was dark again. Mr. Dodd rustled
close to the bed. He sat on the edge of the bed. He bent over Sally and they
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embraced. Marie heard the sounds of kisses, the soft chattering of Hps. She
opened her eyes. The room was very dark.
"Oh! I am happy," Sally sighed. "I was so nervous before. Isn't it silly?
There was no need. Are you happy?"
"Very," Mr. Dodd assured her. He was still seated beside her.
"Come—lie down beside me."
"In a moment."
"All right."
Marie felt that Sally was keeping still out of consideration for her. She
tried to adjust her position to give Sally the most flexibility of movement.
Sally reached for Mr. Dodd.
"Wait a moment," he said. He shifted his position on the bed. Together
they loosened her nightdress. With trembling fingers Mr. Dodd caressed
Sally's body. She sighed and murmured at his touch, encouraging him. He
still sat stiffly beside her. She urged him closer. She moved closer to him and
stretched her arms to undo the knot on his dressing gown. She spread out her
warm hand and rolled beneath it a soft and unresponsive mass of flesh. Mr.
Dodd made a sound of protest and took her hand away.
"I am all nerves tonight," he said. "It is because this is as new to me as
it is to you. It is because I have tried in every way to live a pure and
unpolluted life." He sprang up and turned on the light.
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Marie flinched. The covers had been pulled partially away from her. To
her surprise, in the full glare of the electric light, and while she was still
caught off guard with her eyes open, Mr. Dodd achieved the desirable state of
which he had been incapable before. He looked down, and felt it with his
hand, as if to assure himself that it would not go away. The organ responded
to this friction by enlarging another fraction of an inch around. The light
stayed on, and with mutual satisfaction, Mr. and Mrs. Dodd consummated
their marriage.

XVIII.
It is a commonplace that marriage improves the health of many women. This
was true for Sally. In the weeks following their return to Mayfield, she looked
more attractive and healthy than ever. Her new clothes embellished but did
not distort her figure. She adored her husband, not because he had any
especially remarkable qualities of mind or record of accomplishments, but
because he was hers. Opinions she had sometimes made fun of before the
marriage, she now acknowledged with a judicious respect. In company, she
would ask him questions and encourage him to discourse on his favorite
themes.
To Marie, she confided her gratitude at her husband's considerate
nature. Considering that he had lived many years of an adult life and not
succumbed to the temptations of fleshly desire, it was all the more admirable
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that he had recommended a poHcy of restraint during the honeymoon.
Following the wedding night, there was no repetition of intercourse until
three days later.
"I will not take advantage of you just because you are now my wife," he
had said. "So many husbands abuse their wives to an intolerable degree in the
first weeks of marriage. My first concern, my dear, is for your health. Health
first; there is no pleasure without health."
"Let me at least kiss you," Sally said. "Surely there would be no harm
in that?"
"I think it would be all right," said Mr. Dodd. "Marie, have you any
objection?" He had taken to putting this polite inquiry to her.
"None at all," said Marie.
So Sally and Mr. Dodd kissed, playfully at first, then with greater
seriousness. Their limbs knitted together as much as they were capable of
while sitting on the couch. Sally's hands went naturally to the place where
she might most directly express her proper love for her husband.
"Sally!" cried Mr. Dodd. "Think of your health!"
"Oh, you are right!" she said.
Sally attributed her increased vitality of the last several weeks
specifically to Mr. Dodd's refusal to overindulge.
Superficially, Marie also looked better. Before the wedding, her
complexion was sallow iand blotchy. Her shoulders had slumped and she
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seemed tired all the time. Now she seemed to be partaking of some of Sally's
vigor. Her complexion was rosy, her narrow lips somewhat fuller and pinker.
Her widely spaced eyes could make her look distracted, but now her
expression seemed calmer.
This was her external appearance. Inside, she was troubled. She had
kept Dr. McAllister's letter; soon he would be returning from Europe and she
could write to him again. She was still apathetic and only participated in
activities when Sally suggested them; she never initiated anything, not even
a conversation. She would reply when she was spoken to. Reading tried her
patience.
Jane noticed some of these changes in her behavior. When questioned,
Marie declared that she was fine. Jane called the doctor anyway. Dr. Pratt
listened to her heart, thumped her back, palpated her abdomen, and declared
that there was nothing physically amiss. When informed that the patient had
little appetite, he recommended some minor changes in diet, and prescribed a
tonic for energy.
"Some outside interest is usually the best cure for these kinds of cases,"
he said privately to Jane. "But in this particular case, that kind of
independence may not be practical. You say she used to be fond of reading but
has now tired of it? Maybe some course of study would freshen her spirit.
Foreign languages, mathematics, and music have all proved helpful in other
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young ladies. Sometimes what we call neurasthenia is nothing more than
boredom. If we do not occupy the mind, it finds ways of occupying itself in the
production of nervous symptoms."
The girls had moved from their old bedroom into a larger one that
connected with Mr. Dodd's. He did not sleep with them in their bed, the bed
not being wide enough to accommodate three. After he left at night, the
sisters usually discarded their nightclothes as hindrances to comfortable sleep.
One morning he came in for a renewal of the marital connection. The period
of the honeymoon was now safely behind them. There could be no risk of
injury to Sally's delicate parts. While Sally was still half asleep he mounted
and began to thrust. He took pride in the success of his personal philosophy;
he had lost nothing by leading an unpolluted life, and now he was receiving
the legitimate reward.
Sally with closed eyes was now happily receiving his vigorous thrusts.
He looked down with unfocused gaze at her face and outspread hair. From
time to time he turned his glance to the other female face that lay so close to
hers. Marie's head was turned away. Her eyes were open. She was gazing
abstractedly at the wall.
Mr. Dodd breathed hard. A groan escaped him. It embarrassed him. He
was not given to vocal emissions while in the act of love. It caused Marie
unconsciously to start. There was a small movement of her shoulder. Mr.
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Dodd saw that she was probably naked if the shoulder was anything to go by.
Sally sighed and murmured in a delightful private song of love.
Her eyes were still closed. Mr. Dodd felt that he was taking advantage of
someone, but he was not exactly sure how, or if he was, how he could
reasonably avoid it. He was Sally's husband and he was quite sure that Sally
was happy. She was gripping his buttocks and at the sensation he permitted
another groan to escape him. He kept his eyes on Marie. Again he groaned.
He was thankful he had restrained his wife's passionate nature earlier. It had
certainly given her sensitive tissues time to become used to the exercise he
was now giving them. Sally was crying out softly. Mr. Dodd went faster. He
felt that he was just at the edge of the speed at which it was possible to do this.
Any faster and he would not be able to keep up with himself.
With a last prayerful moan he ejaculated deeply and satisfyingly.
On Marie's face was a look of vacant misery. She looked like a child
who has been punished for something she is unable to comprehend.

XIX.
At a certain time of the month Marie became aware that something was not
right with her body. She and Sally normally had their menstrual periods at
exactly the same time. Sally's came as usual but Marie's did not.
Dr. Pratt was called in again. He made a thorough examination and
spent some time manipulating the womb.
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"It is probably nothing," he said. "It does sometimes happen in young
women that the period is irregular. We will try to enrich the blood. And I
have adjusted the position of the womb."
"Do you mean you actually moved it?" Sally asked.
"It moved—I merely moved it back," the doctor said. "It is fortunate
that the other internal organs take up as much space as they do. Otherwise,
that mischievous organ would go skylarking about just as it pleased."
Marie was put on a diet that included more liver and other foods to
improve her blood. She ate obediently but claimed to feel just the same. One
evening after dinner, however, Sally exclaimed, "Marie, your nose is
bleeding!"
Marie put her hand up to her face. It came away bright red.
"It will get on your dress. Paul, where is your handkerchief?"
Mr. Dodd knelt before Marie and pressed his handkerchief to her face.
"Lean your head back," he said. "Lie back. No, do not try to speak." He
brought her hand up to hold the cloth in place and then called for Jane.
"I will write to Mrs. Bonamy tomorrow," Sally said. "I am worried
about you. I don't want her to come back and find you unexpectedly ill. She
will be angry if we have kept it from her."
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"Please don't write to her," Marie said. "Please. This is nothing—only a
nosebleed. It is nothing."
"You have never had one before. Combined with everything else, it is
certainly not to be ignored."
"Don't write to her. I will get better. I promise."
But her wishes did not prevail. Sally wrote to their aunt in the
morning.

XX.
Mrs. Bonamy returned early from her trip, making the arrangements as soon
as she received Sally's letter. She was disturbed by what she found. She had
left six weeks before amid the bustling festivities of the wedding. She had
been assured that the newlywed couple were entirely happy with each other
and that Marie's health, if not robust, was at least better than it had
sometimes been in the past.
She walked in the door and came upon the aftermath of a nosebleed.
Her nieces were on the couch, Marie with her head back, her body limp, Sally
making soothing noises, Mr. Dodd behind the couch pinching the bridge of
Marie's nose with one hand and looking at the pocketwatch he held in the
other. Just then Jane came in with a dish full of ice and some towels.
"What is going on?" Mrs. Bonamy demanded of everyone. "Is this
typical?"
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"About every other day," Jane said. She asked Mr. Dodd to step aside
and began applying some ice wrapped in a towel to Marie's face. Marie lay
pale and speechless, apparently stupefied.
"I tried to describe it to you," Sally ventured.
"I know, my dearest." Mrs. Bonamy embraced her and patted Mr.
Dodd's hand. Then she looked for a long time at the sprawled body of her
niece.
"We have had Dr. Pratt in several times," Jane said.
"I'll go see him immediately." Mrs. Bonamy left, giving orders that the
women should go upstairs and lie down as soon as Marie felt able to walk.
Mrs. Bonamy was ready to accuse her old friend Dr. Pratt of negligence
in his care, but she was soon persuaded that he had done all he could.
"I am not an expert in nervous disorders," he said. "And some kind of
nervous disorder is, 1 believe, the cause of Miss Phillips's distress. By all
indications, she ought to be in good health—yet she is not. It is possible that
her symptoms are hysterical."
"Hysterical!" Mrs. Bonamy was alarmed.
"It is only a word," Dr. Pratt hastened to reassure her. "It does not mean
there is anything wrong with her mind. It means that some disturbance of the
mind is affecting the proper working of the body. Probably, if you question
her, she claims that there is nothing troubling her, no particular worries or
concerns?"
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"Yes," Mrs. Bonamy admitted. "It is her character. She has always been
like that."
Dr. Pratt wrote a few words on a slip of paper. "I would advise you to
see my friend. Dr. Hartnell. He is a specialist in female nervous disorders. He
has been notoriously successful with his cases. He has treated some
prominent women on the West Coast." Dr. Pratt discreetly named a few
names. "I tried to refer Miss Phillips to him myself, but she refused to go. I
thought it best not to push her and agitate her still further, knowing you were
on your way back."
"That was probably wise. That is the way Marie is. She is obstinate
when she is pushed."
Mrs. Bonamy went to see Dr. Hartnell the next day. She wanted to
interview him first. Even though she had Dr. Pratt's recommendation, she
was unwilling to send Marie to yet another doctor for another course of
treatment when she had already been to so many. Doctors cost money and
Mrs. Bonamy wanted to believe that she would get something for her money.
Dr. Hartnell's appearance gave her confidence. He was perhaps a year
or two younger than herself, but with a mature and professional demeanor.
He took her hand, invited her to sit, and made her immediately at ease. Dr.
Pratt had forewarned him of her arrival. They talked amicably for a few
minutes on general subjects. The doctor's office was pleasantly decorated and
had none of the smell of sickness that is associated with antiseptic.
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"Doctor," Mrs. Bonamy began. "I am not sure what you know of my
nieces' condition. I refer not to the particular complaints of my niece Marie,
but—"
"I am aware of it," Dr. Hartnell replied. "Dr. Pratt has given me the
background of their case. He thought it might make your task easier."
"That was thoughtful of him." Mrs. Bonamy then briefly reviewed
Marie's symptoms.
"The nosebleeds manifested themselves after the cessation of
menstruation?"
"As I understand it," said Mrs. Bonamy. "Almost immediately. It was
within days."
"I will have to see her, of course," said Dr. Hartnell. "But if the case is
as you describe it, it sounds like a case of vicarious menstruation. It is not
common, but neither is it unheard of," he said, seeing her look of perplexity.
"The female sexual organs are delicate and subject to many stresses. Probably
more than any other part of the system, they are vulnerable to mental stress
and will shut down when the mind is overly disturbed. I hope I am not
overstepping my bounds if I say that you yourself may have experienced a
cessation of the normal processes at times of great worry."
Mrs. Bonamy nodded.
"That much is really quite common. Less common is the response in
some women, when the blood that is normally supposed to be lost through
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one avenue, finds its way out through another. Your niece is experiencing
nosebleeds. I once treated a woman who exuded blood—yes, literally
exuded—from the tips of her fingers."
Mrs. Bonamy flinched. "What happened to her?"
"Oh, it was a successful case. Treatment is usually quite fast. Sometimes
practically overnight. That is the good thing about these types of cases. The
symptoms can be alarming to the patient and those around her, but the cure
is easier than you might think."
"What is the cure?"
Dr. Hartnell leaned forward over his desk. "It is so simple you may be
tempted to laugh. It involves no drugs. No surgery. It consists entirely of a
program of massage."
"Massage?" Mrs. Bonamy protested. "But we have tried that. The Weir
Mitchell treatment. It did not work. The bed rest... it was entirely
impractical, because—"
"I understand."
"And anyway, the treatment—"
"Was ineffective? I am not surprised. The success of massage therapy
depends entirely on the skill and sensitivity of the masseuse, the types of
massage employed, the experience of the physician in similar cases. Mrs.
Bonamy, I have that experience. Some physicians do not personally direct the
masseuse. I do. And I can tell you of many women who were totally
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incapacitated by their neurasthenia, who after two or three weeks of visits to
my clinic, were able to resume all normal activities." He stressed the "all." He
added, "What is more, the change is lasting. It is for a lifetime."
"And there is no need for bed rest?"
"None except for the rest period that is scheduled as part of the
appointment and is taken here in the clinic after each treatment. No other
excessive rest is necessary. With this treatment, patients who were troubled
with insomnia or restless sleep find that they can sleep deeply throughout the
night. They wake in the morning feeling refreshed. The restoration of
healthful sleep may even be more beneficial than the direct results of the
massage treatment. Does Miss Phillips complain of any trouble sleeping?"
"Yes. She does."
"I need hardly add that my facilities here are the most modern and upto-date that it is possible to obtain. You will not find anything better in New
York, Boston, or Philadelphia."
"I am sure," said Mrs. Bonamy. She put her hand in Dr. Hartnell's.
"Doctor, I have confidence in you. Can you call on us as soon as possible?
And following your examination. Miss Phillips will begin your course of
treatment."

The clinic was housed in a rambling Atherton mansion, faced with bright
yellow stone, that shared the grounds equally with half a dozen mature, leafy
shade trees. The whole setting purveyed an atmosphere of relaxation and
well-being. A cat slept contentedly in a sunny spot near the front steps; it
opened its tawny eyes at them in greeting. From an open upstairs window
came the sound of recorded orchestral music being played on a gramophone.
A man appeared to bring their car around to the back. At the door, a
young, pretty nurse in a crisp white uniform admitted them.
Dr. Hartnell had covered his good quality suit with a white coat today.
A stethoscope hung from around his neck. He greeted each of them warmly,
Marie especially. She had hardly met his eyes during his house call several
days earlier. She looked at him now as if he were a stranger. Her lassitude at
the time of his call had been almost incapacitating.
Now she smiled, if a bit ruefully, in answer to his inquiry how she was
and said, "Thank you, doctor, I am feeling quite alert today."
"She even had some breakfast," Mrs. Bonamy put in.
"Oh, that is wonderful! At what time was breakfast taken?" Dr.
Hartnell noted this information on his clipboard. He pressed a buzzer on his
desk. "I will just ask my masseuse, Mrs. Sigerson, to come in for a moment."
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The sound of the buzzer at its eventual outlet came from away down
the hall. It was followed by a prompt knock at the door.
"Come in," called the doctor.
Mrs. Irma Sigerson was an anonymous, motherly figure in a modified
nurse's costume of gray and white. She held her well-cared-for hands clasped
before her as she spoke. She greeted them all in a plain, quiet voice, then
looked toward the doctor for further instructions.
"That is all for now," he said. "We will be in the east room for
treatment. I'll call for you."
Nodding mildly, the masseuse went away.
"Now," said Dr. Hartnell, "for the success of the therapy, it is essential
that the patient be as little disturbed as possible. For that reason, Mrs.
Bonamy, I will ask that you wait in our waiting room. If you need anything,
just ask. Naturally, in this case, Mrs. Dodd will have to be present, but I will
ask her to try to be as inconspicuous as possible. Can you do that?" he put the
question to Sally.
She nodded. "I will do anything that may help Marie."
To Mrs. Bonamy, the doctor added, "I will be present throughout to
direct the treatment, but I do not normally perform the massage myself,
although I may demonstrate a particular movement if I am unable to guide
the masseuse totally with my words. The patient will be covered in a loose
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dressing gown and warm blankets. At any moment, only the parts of the body
that are being treated are uncovered."
"1 trust you. Dr. Hartnell. Do as you think best."
"1 will first perform a preliminary physical examination. The massage
treatment will take about forty-five minutes. Half an hour's rest will follow.
During that time I will come out and discuss with you the results of the
treatment and what we may expect in the future."
Mrs. Bonamy pressed Dr. Hartnell's hand in gratitude. The young
nurse who had opened the door for them now came to escort her to the
waiting room.
Once Mrs. Bonamy had left the doctor's manner became subtly more
focused, more businesslike. He indicated that the sisters should take a seat on
the examining table. He took the blood pressure and listened to the hearts of
both women. Then he probed with his fingers the glands around Marie's face
and throat. The pressure of his fingers was firm and knowing.
Before this brief examination Marie had been holding a handkerchief
to her nose. The doctor had lowed her hands in order to feel around her face.
As soon as he stepped back, she put the handkerchief up to her nose again.
"I understand that you have been having nosebleeds," the doctor said.
They had not discussed the matter at all during his house call.
Marie made no answer.
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"Why do you hold the handkerchief? Are you afraid that you will
bleed?"
"Yes."
"Will you put the handkerchief down if I ask you to?"
"No."
"Why not?"
Marie looked away.
"It's all right. Even if you bleed, it's all right. It's nothing to be ashamed
of."
The doctor approached. He took her hands gently by the wrist and
lowered them. At first she resisted. But she gave in quickly—she did not have
the mental strength required to fight.
Besides, Marie felt that she could trust him. The doctor's voice was
mellifluous. His manner was soothing. His warm brown eyes seemed full of
love. He leaned in close to lightly touch the skin between her nose and her
upper lip, which was chafed by the constant rubbing of the handkerchief. His
face loomed before hers, overly large, and she saw with acute clarity the
shadow of the growth of his beard growing under the recently shaved skin.
She wondered that it did not hurt to have the stiff hairs pierce the skin from
the inside.

The doctor's voice was like honey. At the same time it did not seem
directed particularly at her; he seemed to pay attention to many things at
once. While he was talking to her he was also writing on the chart and casting
brief glances of assessment at her sister. "Well, Miss Phillips/' he said. "Are
you truly ready to see an improvement in your health? The treatment I can
give you is only part of the cure. The other part is your genuine willingness to
be cured."
Marie's voice trembled. "I am ready, doctor. I know I am sick. I have
been greatly disturbed in my mind. I have even wanted to be separated from
my sister. There have been times when I felt myself verging on insanity,
when I contemplated severing the bond myself. With a knife, do you
understand me? And yet I was always trapped. I never had the freedom and
go and get any kind of weapon. And I—would never hurt my sister." She was
dabbing at her nose with the handkerchief as if she were bleeding, but she was
not bleeding. "I don't know what is wrong with me. I want to be better." With
sharp, nervous movements, she twisted one end of the cotton into a plug and
inserted it into one side of her nose.
Sally looked at the doctor with eyes that were full of pleading. "Why do
we sit here talking, if you think you can help her!" she exclaimed. "Let's begin
the treatment."
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"There is more than one kind of massage technique," the doctor said.
Marie had changed into a light wool dressing gown. They were now in
the treatment room, where a second table had been brought in to allow the
sisters to lie side by side.
"We will begin with lighter movements, progress to the deeper and
stronger, then finish with a return to the lighter. The movement that is the
lightest is known as effleurage. This is a stroking of the muscles in the
direction of lymphatic flow. We will begin with effleurage. A deep kneading
is accomplished with the technique of petrissage. At this stage the masseuse
massees by grasping, kneading, pressing, or rolling the muscles, quite as the
baker kneads the dough. By means of petrissage, we stimulate the muscles
and the blood vessels.
"Then there is friction. We rub the skin by moving it in small circles
over the parts beneath. We rid the body of waste and improve the circulation.
"Tapotement. Do you know the term? Tapotement is tapping with the
fingers the delicate areas of the body. It is as gentle as falling rain. Tapotement
is also slapping with the cupped hand, clapping with the rounded fist, or
hacking with the side of the hand, the large fleshy areas of the body.
"Variations on tapotement. There is shaking. The arms may be shaken,
or the abdomen. There is vibration. The hand or fingers of the masseuse rest
upon the body, while the vibrating action is imparted from the upper arm

through the fingers into the nerves and muscles of the patient. Vibration is
the most difficult of all massage techniques. It is also fatiguing to the
masseuse. For this reason I recommend the use of an electrical vibratory
apparatus. I have used instruments of vibration in my practice for many
years, with great success."
Dr. Hartnell took from a leather case a metal cone affixed to a handle.
Projecting from the cone was a small pink rubber disk covered all over with
tiny nubs of the same material.
"The electrical apparatus may be used to good effect anywhere on the
body. Used on the face and scalp for a few minutes, it improves blood
circulation and thereby improves the health and beauty of the hair and the
complexion. When used in local massage of the female genital organs, in the
hands of a skilled operator it may induce the hysterical paroxysm. This mild
seizure has no ill effects and usually affords immediate relief to the nerves.
For this reason, the apparatus is especially recommended for female nervous
disorders."
The doctor called for Mrs. Sigerson. She greeted the women again in
her mild, quiet voice. She invited them to lie back on the table. To Marie she
said, "While I am treating you, I won't say a word, and you must not give a
thought to trying to carry on a conversation with me. There is just no need to
speak. You can't give yourself over to the treatment if you are trying to speak
or if you are in any way distracted. You want to stay calm and relaxed. If
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something I do is painful, just speak up. Otherwise, Miss Phillips, you need
not say a word." She spread a wool blanket folded double over Marie's chest
and middle. "Comfortable? If you are too cold, or too warm, just speak up."
The masseuse opened the dressing gown to expose Marie's legs at the
thighs. At the first touch, Marie grew tense. She was somewhat ticklish. She
laughed nervously, then stopped when neither the doctor nor the masseuse
made any comment. Twice she fluttered her hands as if she wanted to push
away the masseuse. The second time Dr. Hartnell came close and gently
pressed her arms down along her sides. Her resistance was natural. She closed
her eyes and tried to accustom herself to the feel of the long, steady strokes
along her thighs. She relaxed by almost imperceptible degrees. She no longer
held her knees stiffly apart.
The masseuse kneaded the flesh of her thighs with strong, muscular
fingers. She began to chop lightly with both hands alternating, up and down
the right leg, then the left. Another series of long, smooth strokes followed.
The dressing gown was pulled closed, a second blanket placed over the lower
legs, and the gown opened exposing the pelvic region.
There followed the same series of movements applied to the hips.
Once the doctor spoke to indicate they should turn over onto their stomachs.
Marie's lower back was kneaded with small, precise movements performed
by the knuckles. Her buttocks were clapped and shaken until they were pink.
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"Turn over, please," the doctor said.
Marie felt calm and peaceful. She could not remember the last time she
had actually felt at ease. Enveloped in the blankets, she felt as warm as if she
were resting in a nest of soft, yielding fur.
With a few quiet words, the doctor indicated that Mrs. Sigerson could
begin the vibratory treatment. She took the instrument he handed to her and
plugged it in. She turned the switch on. It was almost soundless.
The masseuse applied the soft rubber tip of the instrument to Marie's
upper thighs. She moved it carefully, allowing it to remain in one position
for no more than a minute or two. She moved Marie's right leg so she could
press the instrument against the inner thighs.
Marie began to feel the dizzying effects of the electricity.
"Remember to breathe," the doctor reminded her in a low voice.
She took slow, deep breaths. The electrical impulses were nauseating. If
she were not lying down, she would have fallen.
The tip of the instrument was now pressed firmly against her vagina.
Mrs. Sigerson slipped back the sleeve on her left wrist to look at her watch.
She glanced at Dr. Hartnell, eyebrows raised. He approached and parted
Marie's flesh so that the vibrating rubber tip was more firmly pressed against
its target. An unpleasant numbness was the result.
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Marie felt lightheaded. She tried to regulate her breathing, but it now
seemed like something she had to give an enormous amount of thought to.
She was either getting too much oxygen or not enough. A spasmodic cramp
had seized her inside and would not let go. Worst of all, she was now
apparently bleeding there. She could feel something wet. But she felt too ill to
be embarrassed.
The masseuse rolled the tip of the instrument around while keeping it
focused on the same general area.
Marie's entire body began shaking. She fought the convulsions but
they only increased in intensity. At a word from the doctor, Mrs. Sigerson
kept the instrument in position.
Marie cried out in pain and terror and sickness. She felt that she could
not bear it. Her right hand flew up and pushed away the instrument. The
tremors continued passing through her body. It was a long time before they
subsided. She lay quietly sobbing on the table.

XXIII.
Mrs. Sigerson unplugged the instrument. She removed the rubber tip and
dropped it onto a tray by the sink and wiped the body of the instrument with
a cloth dipped in an antiseptic solution. She replaced the instrument in its
case.
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"Thank you, Mrs. Sigerson."
She washed and dried her hands and left the room as mildly as she had
come in.
While she recovered from the treatment Marie had felt with her hand
the sticky wetness between her legs. Cautiously she brought her hand up and
examined it. She had felt certain that she was having a terrible hemorrhage,
but there was no blood. The fluid was clear. She recalled the doctor's words
on the intention of the treatment. The fluid must be a symptom of her illness
that by this means was being drained away.
She lay still. Her face was flushed and wet with tears.
The doctor wiped Marie's thighs with soft toweling. When he moved
the towel over her vagina she shuddered uncontrollably. The repetition of
the same sensations was completely unexpected. She writhed in discomfort.
"Calm yourself," the doctor urged. His voice was barely above a
whisper.
"Please," Marie said. "I can't. I am not strong enough." The firm
pressure of the doctor's hand, which seemed meant to soothe her, was
increasing the rapidity of the nervous contractions. She bit her lip to try to
take her mind off the sensations.
Dr. Hartnell lifted his hand. He dropped the towel into a basket on the
floor.
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Marie sighed. She was shaken and exhausted. She hardly noticed the
bite of the needle. The doctor eased a sedative into her veins.
"This will help you rest," he said. "How do you feel? It was an excellent
first treatment."
"How do I feel?" She could not gather her thoughts. She felt unable to
answer. "I do not know. It's strange. I almost feel like laughing."
Sally now rose on one elbow to look at the doctor. She looked awed by
the force of the treatment. She had trembled for her sister's sake, sharing
sympathetically in her convulsions.
"Doctor," Sally asked, as Marie closed her eyes. "Was that the hysterical
release?"
"The paroxysm," he said. "It manifests itself differently from patient to
patient. In your sister it was a sudden, forceful, and violent discharge of
nervous energy. We will see how things are the next time."
Both sisters were now drowsing under the influence of the sedative,
which had flowed from Marie's veins into Sally's.
Dr. Hartnell washed his hands and went to find Mrs. Bonamy. She Was
standing at the window of the reception room and turned immediately when
she heard his step.
"Well, doctor?"
He allowed himself to smile. "A success."
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"Oh!" Mrs. Bonamy sank into a chair. "I am relieved—I need not tell
you. Marie has been so difficult. I have been so concerned about her—about
her decline."
Dr. Hartnell briefly described the treatment and its outcome. He was
more forthcoming than he had been with Sally, being unwilling to raise
hopes in his patient's presence that might not be fulfilled. "It was quite
remarkably successful. The hysterical paroxysm was achieved. Not every
patient is able to find nervous release at the first treatment. Both women are
resting now."
"What is the next step?" asked Mrs. Bonamy. "The treatment, as I
understand it, should be repeated?"
"I hope that you will consider it. We should think of what is best for
Miss Phillips. Having made such a good start. .
"It would be a shame not to continue?"
"Exactly."
"How often, do you think . . ."
"The question is not how often do I advise treatment, but how often
can she come? Some patients are restricted by family and household duties, or
are too unwell to travel much out of the home. I might recommend them to
come in once a week. For some extreme cases, patients who are staying at the
clinic, I would not hesitate to prescribe daily treatment."
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"But for Miss Phillips," Mrs. Bonamy pressed him for an answer. "Tell
me honestly. What do you think would be best for her?"
"Can you bring her three times a week?"
"I would bring her every day if you thought it would help!"
"I believe you would." The doctor took her hand. "We'll start at three
times a week and increase or decrease the frequency as we see what the results
are. I will continue to oversee the treatment personally."
Mrs. Bonamy returned the pressure of his hand. "I have been greatly
distressed to see my nieces reach adulthood, with every promise of leading
full, rewarding lives, only to have this promise undermined by . . ."
"A nervous disorder? Mrs. Bonamy, you need not blame yourself."
"How did you know?"
"You need not blame yourself," he repeated. "And you have certainly
done the right thing in bringing Miss Phillips to me."
Mrs. Bonamy rose. "May I see the girls?"
"Of course." Dr. Hartnell glanced at the clock in the corner. "In five or
ten minutes they will be ready to leave."
He escorted her down the hall to the treatment room. "The nurse will
show you out."
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Mrs. Bonamy gazed fondly at the two forms that lay asleep on the table.
Easeful sleep had relaxed both their features. Mrs. Bonamy smoothed their
hair and kissed their cheeks.

XXIV.
It was still early in the afternoon when they returned to the house. Sally
confessed to a voracious appetite. Marie tasted but little of the lunch the cook
had prepared. No one forced her to eat. They all felt that she had been
through something momentous. Mr. Dodd was as considerate of each woman
as if they had all spent the morning receiving treatment.
Marie did not try to analyze her feelings. She was aware of an unusual
feeling of repose. This she attributed to the aftereffects of the drug that still
lingered in her veins.
Out of habit she still carried a handkerchief in case of a recurrence of
bleeding from the nose, but she was able to stop herself from raising it to her
nose. She was remarkably still. She felt as if she could see an unusual
distance. The end of the garden and the tops of the trees seemed to present a
new and delightful landscape. She felt that she had not seen past her own
private discomforts for a very long time.
After lunch she admitted a desire to sleep for a little while.
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"Of course," Sally said. "You are worn out. I should have thought of it
myself."
The women rose and went upstairs.
Mr. Dodd remained in conversation with Mrs. Bonamy. In relaxed
tones she discussed her literary adventures in New York. The possibility of
successful treatment of Marie's condition had eased her mind more than she
had thought necessary.
After twenty minutes Mr. Dodd excused himself and went inside the
house.

XXV.
Mr. Dodd admitted to himself that he was feeling piquant. He felt that
something in the luncheon had stimulated the sexual urge. While seated on
the porch conversing with Mrs. Bonamy, he had been seized by the desire to
possess his wife. He crept upstairs and paused in the doorway of the bedroom.
The curtains had been pulled loosely over the window. The room was in
semidarkness. He saw the two familiar figures on the bed.
Knowing Marie would likely be asleep, he whispered, "Sally, my dear,
are you awake?"
"Paul?" She turned her head toward the doorway.
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He slipped off his shoes and padded across the room, unbuttoning his
trousers and showing himself.
"Oh!" Sally said. She made sure that her sister remained asleep. "Do
you think it is all right? Wait, the door is not shut."
Mr. Dodd returned across the room, trouserless. The door clicked into
its frame. The floor creaked. Every fiber of his being seemed alert in
anticipation of the blissful union he was about to enjoy. The little sounds that
the room produced seemed to manifest his arousal.
"You must lock it too," Sally whispered. "Someone might come in to
check on Marie."
Mr. Dodd dutifully crossed the room again.
"Now," he said, "do not torment me further."
They had refrained from regular connection since Marie's latest attack
of ill health. Sometimes, when she had drifted into sleep or an abstracted
semiconscious state while they were sitting in the upstairs parlor in the
evening, they had roused each other's desires without being able to satisfy
them. Mr. Dodd firmly disapproved of solitary vice. He had exercised his will
in the years of his bachelorhood to avoid the pitfall of self-pollution, which
seemed to him almost as vicious as consorting with prostitutes. He would not
defile the image of his wife by resorting to it now.
The result was that he approached Sally now in a highly engorged state.
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Marie was heavily asleep. Sally shifted the bedcovers on her side of the
bed. It was impossible for her to undress without rousing her sister. She
contrived to lift up her skirts. The rustling of the fabric excited Mr. Dodd's
sensibilities beyond description. He climbed upon the bed and penetrated four
or five layers of thick cotton to reach the moist warm yielding flesh. Sally had
lain down beside her sister fully dressed.
This was the first time Mr. Dodd had experienced sexual intercourse
with his wife while she was fully clothed. The breezy whisper of petticoats
and bloomers competed with the faint steady voice of the bedsprings to
maintain his piquant mood. He was soon in an ecstasy of amorous delight.
Sally's sensitivity toward her sister after the exhausting treatment of the
morning was forgotten under the persuasive friction of her husband's
plumply erect member. Her soft exclamations joined the ssh-ssh of fabric and
the more definitely groaning mattress in the s)anphony that played in Mr.
Dodd's ears.
He felt, as always, grateful to his wife for permitting him to use her in
this way. The institution of marriage seemed to him a very remarkable thing.
As for himself, he believed that since his marriage, his health had never been
better. Each episode of marital union seemed to increase his vigor rather than
diminish it. He trusted that Dr. Hartnell's treatments would do Marie good
and that the recent cessation of activity had only been temporary.
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Marie stirred but did not awake. Perception of her presence, as always,
stirred Mr. Dodd's sensibility. This was the more true today because Sally
remained dressed. He had the illusion that he was possessing his wife in a
public place. He stopped for a moment and looked down at himself. He saw
himself disappear, then reappear, into and then out of her clothing. The
layers of fabric, some plain, some lace, tickled him. Underneath the fabric, he
felt the warm, sucking grasp of her body.
He looked at Marie. She was breathing the slow, widely separated,
unconscious breaths of sleep. Her expression was relaxed, her brow
unfurrowed.
"Do you think she is really unaware?" he whispered to Sally.
"Do not talk, you will wake her."
"But in all the times we . . ." he urged himself in further, to bring
home the subject of the discussion, ". . . do you think she has never . . .?"
"I've told you," Sally said, "we've both told you, we can give each other
all the privacy that is required."
"I would never have thought it possible, if I were not experiencing it
now."
Again Sally urged him to silence.
"But if you can truly shut the other out of consciousness," said Mr.
Dodd, louder, recklessly. The bedstead knocked against the wall.
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"Oh, now they will hear downstairs," Sally gasped. "You must be
quiet."
Her concerns were soon laid to rest, because Mr. Dodd, with a series of
brusque, thumping strokes, reached his climax and lay spent, perspiring, but
quietly across her breast.
Marie murmured and half raised her head.
"Marie," said her sister. "Are you awake? Are you feeling better?"
Marie opened her eyes, then closed them again. She stretched her arms
and in doing so brushed one hand against Mr. Dodd's back. He started.
"Oh," said Marie. "I did not know you were here." She lay quietly.
"Are you feeling better?" Sally asked again.
"Yes, I think so," said Marie. "I've had a very good sleep."
She raised her hand to touch fondly her sister's cheek. Her eyes were
still closed. Then she brushed her hand across her face as if she felt some
irritation. She cleared her throat. A stream of blood came from her nose. She
wailed in disbelief. "Oh, it has not gone away! I am bleeding."
"Hurry, go and tell Jane to come up here," Sally commanded her
husband.
Mr. Dodd scrambled up from the bed. Marie paid him no attention
whatsoever. As quickly and quietly as he could, he dressed and exited the
room.
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The second treatment came three days after the first. Mrs. Bonamy had
another engagement, so Mr. Dodd drove them in his new car.
The sisters found the doctor writing in his office. It was a small room
with a plain, academic, even monastic feeling, in contrast to the comforts of
the clinic's public areas. The carpet was threadbare, the desktop gouged and
ink-stained. Some shelves of medical textbooks and framed diplomas were
the only ornament. The doctor invited them to sit, holding up one hand to
indicate he wished to finish his thought.
After setting down his pen he then greeted the two women warmly.
"Miss Phillips, you are really looking well today. There are roses in your
cheeks that were not there the other day."
"Thank you, doctor," Marie said. "I believe I am feeling a little better."
He asked her a series of questions, responding to her answers in halfarticulated sounds that were oracular, pregnant with rrieaning. She could not
tell whether her answers were producing a favorable impression or not.
"Sleep?" he asked.
She thought she had been sleeping better. She had been taking
afternoon naps and sleeping well at night. She still woke up occasionally but
was able to go right back to sleep.
"Lethargy? Are you taking an interest in things?"
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"Oh—I can't say. I suppose so, but no more than usual."
Sally interposed that Marie had spent half an hour reading the day
before, a span of concentration she had not been capable of in the last month
or two.
"Mmm," said the doctor. "Good choice of reading material, I hope. I
mean, nothing tending to inordinate excitement of the nerves."
"I don't think so," said Marie. "I didn't feel it so."
"Good. Any digestive trouble? How is your appetite?"
She confessed that she still had little appetite. The day before she had
had some fruit, applesauce, toast, black coffee, and beef tea. She could not
seem to stomach anything stronger.
"Yes, well, we'll come to that. Mrs. Dodd, I take it your appetite is
normal?"
Sally assured him that it was. Her sister's symptoms seemed to be quite
peculiar to herself.
"Any faintness? Dizzy spells? Difficulty breathing?"
Marie admitted to some faintness after the nosebleed that had occurred
on the afternoon of the first treatment.
"Well, that's not unexpected," said the doctor. "We wouldn't expect a
symptom to go away overnight, as it were." He had been making notes on her
chart and intermittently gazing dreamily across the room. Marie saw nothing
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there to attract his attention. Now she was caught off guard when he abruptly
met her eyes. His gaze was clear and arresting.
"And the menstrual period?"
"It has not occurred."
"All right," he said as if bored with the consultation. "It's time we . . ."
He stood up and moved toward the door. He ushered the women forward.
Marie walked slowly toward the treatment room. Sally adjusted her
pace to suit her sister. Mrs. Sigerson was already waiting. The women went
into the adjacent dressing room and Marie changed into the loose, open
gown.
Dr. Hartnell gave instructions to guide the masseuse and explain the
day's procedures to his patient. "The second treatment is of one hour's
duration, fifteen minutes longer than the first. We begin with preliminary,
relaxing effleurage of the arms, shoulders, upper chest, and back. In order to
stimulate a return to the proper functioning of the sexual organs, today, we
will do basic abdominal and pelvic passage. We will do intermittent
compression of the uterus and digital vibration of the uterus, followed by
electrical vibration of the external sexual organs."
Mrs. Sigerson efficiently made her patient comfortable. Marie found
massage of the upper body less discomfiting than the procedures of a few days
earlier. The strong, impersonal fingers of the masseuse lifted, rubbed, and
stroked the flesh of her arms, shoulders, and back. The voice of the doctor
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speaking, directing the masseuse, refining the technique, was mildly
hypnotic. The smell of jasmine came in through the open windows.
Dr. Hartnell directed the masseuse to commence inspiratory lifting of
the abdomen. This was a technique he had observed to be helpful in
maintaining the uterus in its most advantageous position. He explained this
to Marie while standing at her head, the masseuse being naturally on her
right.
"Listen carefully and try to do as I direct you," he told Marie. "As you
breathe normally, in your daily activities, in the act of respiration the uterus
rises and falls. 1 will ask you to take a very deep breath and force the breath
downward, if you can. This will send the pelvic contents downward. Then,
with your lungs quite empty of air, close your throat but attempt the intake of
breath as usual. This will lift the pelvic contents up and draw the uterus into
its proper, more elevated position. The shallow chest breaths that most
women take let the uterus sit low in the pelvis. I see that you and Mrs. Dodd
do not distort the body with corsets. That is in your favor and perhaps
prevents the problem from being worse than it is."
Marie nodded.
"At the same time that you attempt the forcible inspiration of air," the
doctor continued, "the masseuse will assist by manually lifting the contents of
the abdomen up. We will pause so you can breathe normally; then the entire
procedure will be repeated."
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"I understand."
She inhaled deeply, feeling her rib cage swell, then exhaled trying to
send her stomach down toward her feet as the doctor had said.
"Good, good," he said. Marie felt the hands of the masseuse plant
themselves below her navel.
"Inhale, admitting no air." Marie did so. It felt as if a heavy weight
were pressing on her chest. The hands of the masseuse moved upward.
Marie gasped for air.
"Good. Now, normal breaths. In . . . out. Again. Again. Now repeat."
Dr. Hartnell performed the uterine massage himself. It was too delicate
an operation to be left to a practitioner who was not a physician. Mrs.
Sigerson now became his assistant, slipping a thin pillow under Marie's head,
another support under her hips, and drawing up her knees so that her heels
were as close to her buttocks as was comfortable.
The medical preliminaries had already been performed. Owing to the
inspiratory lifting the uterus was now in an ideal position for massage. Dr.
Hartnell gloved his right hand and tested the vaginal opening. This sensitive
area tightened immediately. The doctor preferred to carry out this operation
with two fingers but in this case he resolved to try it with one. He introduced
his right middle finger and pressed it toward the cervix. With something of
the attitude of an expert safe-cracker listening for the tumblers of a lock, the
doctor supported the uterus on the tip of his finger. With his left hand he felt
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the outside of the abdominal wall. Between the two hands at intervals he
compressed the organ.
Then with his left hand he began kneading the organ with little
circular movements of the fingers. Skillfully he offset each change in the
direction of this movement by a shift in the position of his right hand. The
uterus was now in perfect position. He could distinguish the ridges of its
outline with the fingertips of his left hand. He now began to lift and drop the
organ.
"This should increase blood flow to the uterus," he murmured. "That
is what we want. Miss Phillips, I take it you are feeling no discomfort?"
"No. I have the sensation that you are there, but otherwise I feel
nothing."
The doctor finished off with external digital vibration of the uterus.
The fine quick vibrations were communicated from his rapidly shaking left
hand through his fingertips through the abdominal wall to the now well
stimulated organ.
"I think we shall leave the ovaries and fallopian tubes for next time,"
he said.
He concluded with a minute's compression and kneading of the
vaginal wall. He then relinquished the patient to Mrs. Sigerson, who had
plugged in the same instrument that had proved so effective a few days
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before. She turned it on, foregoing the preliminary application to the hips and
thighs and applying it directly to the vagina.
Marie felt quite resistant to the machine. The electric motor that drove
it seemed louder that day and the sound distracted her. She thought of how
she wanted to get better. The masseuse spoke only to say that she could lower
her legs if she wanted. She left them as they were. She felt the numbness she
remembered from the first treatment. She kept breathing so as not to be
overcome by the stimulation of the electrical current. She thought she felt
some of the hysterical fluid escape her. Again came the now familiar cramp
spreading through her pelvis. She squirmed under the machine. Perhaps if
the masseuse did not hold it so obstinately in the same place it would be less
bothersome and more effective.
The paroxysm, when it came, took her by surprise. She had thought
that she was feeling nothing beyond the numbness. Then she was racked by
convulsions that almost bent her double. She drew her knees up to her chest
in shock but that did not ease the convulsions. They ran through her entire
body with crippling force. She could not conceal the pain. She gasped and
cried out, hardly recognizing that it was her own voice she heard. She
wondered if this was anything like childbirth.
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Mr. Dodd had his new Model T Ford brought around and was waiting with
the motor idling when the women came out. They walked slowly, Marie
supported by Sally's arm. She had rested for half an hour, as Dr. Hartnell
required, but still felt dazed from the treatment. Walking, she became aware
of a peculiar sensation of heaviness in her pelvis and wondered if it were her
uterus sinking to its wonted position.
On the car ride home, the pulsations of the motor affected each of them
strongly. For Mr. Dodd, the regular, percussive jolts provided a surprising but
not unwelcome stimulation. His thoughts turned along an avenue that he
had had no conscious intention of taking. Was this, he wondered, the reason
for honeymoons beginning with a journey; he recalled his own happy train
ride with his wife to San Francisco. If trains could cause such excitation then
certainly cars or carriages. Boats, he thought, probably would not.
He shifted in his seat and, as he slowed to make a turn, he cast a glance
backwards at his wife. He caught her eye. A single glance passed between
them. It was enough. He turned his attention back to the road ahead of him,
secure in the knowledge that his adoring and willing wife was already sharing
in his excitement.
Sally had received his glance with perfect comprehension. Her ability
to communicate with her sister, with hardly a word passing between them,
also made her gifted in wordless communication with other persons with
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whom she was in regular close contact. The intimacies of a husband and a
wife naturally lent themselves to the development of this gift.
She looked forward to the arrival home with pleasurable
apprehension. The sight of her husband's erect member gave her the greatest
delight and was only a precursor to the indescribably potent feeling of
admitting it into her own body.
The vibrations produced by the motorcar had their own effect on her.
She kept quiet, said nothing to her husband and little to Marie. Her mind
formed images that she was bound to admit were salacious. Yet they were
permitted to her, because she was married. Under her skirts she pressed her
thighs together then parted them. She felt the start of the sweet moisture that
would make it possible for her to meet her husband's ardor. She adjusted the
position of her thighs again. She wanted dearly to put her hand inside her
skirts and touch herself, but she could hardly do that here. In any case she was
determined to hold back from touching herself. She had not done so once in
the two months of her marriage.
For Marie, the vibrations produced by the motorcar performed the final
stage of the treatment begun at Dr. Hartnell's clinic. During the ride she felt
the definite gush of the menstrual flow. She wondered how she could have
mistaken the seeping wetness of the hysterical release for this.
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She was glad her flow had returned. Perhaps she would not need any
further treatment. She put her hand up to her nose. There was no blood
there.
Mrs. Bonamy was still out for the day when they arrived home. They
hurried inside each for his or her own reason. Mr. Dodd was on their heels
when Marie whispered something in Sally's ear.
"Marie, I am so glad," Sally said. She turned to her husband. "Will you
leave us for just a few minutes," she said. She kissed him with a kiss full of
promise, then went into the bedroom with Marie.
In the bathroom Marie ascertained that her physical cycle had indeed
resumed. The blood was bright red with a viscous quality. She cleaned herself,
put on the necessary undergarments, and changed her skirts.
Then Mr. Dodd was admitted to the room.
Sally undressed and the sisters lay down on the bed, Marie demurely,
Sally with limbs outspread to welcome her husband. He was eager not to
disappoint her, but the wait had been too long and the anticipation of bliss too
great. He experienced the crisis of pleasure just after penetration.
He began to say that they could wait a while and try again. Sally
interrupted him. She caught up his hand in hers.
"Touch me," she urged. "With your hand."
Mr. Dodd rubbed, with hesitation.
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"Yes, just like that. Faster, if you like."
Mr. Dodd's desire to please his wife overcame his scruples about the
morality of his actions.
Within a few moments Marie could not help but notice that her sister
was receiving, with apparent pleasure, the same kind of manual stimulation
that she herself had suffered just a few hours before at Dr. Hartnell's clinic. It
was plain to see that Mr. Dodd was performing digital manipulation of the
same part of the body that Dr. Hartnell's electrical instrument had been
designed to treat. Marie had found the treatment produced, at best, a
sensation of numbness; at the worst, the nearly intolerable pain, cramps, and
convulsions. Yet Sally, at the hands of her husband, was in ecstasy.
Was it then a symptom of her illness that she found no pleasure, only
pain, in the release? Or was her aunt right and marriage was the cure?
At the climax, Sally gasped out her pleasure. Afterward she clung to
her husband and caressed him repeatedly. "I never knew how it could be,"
she said. "From now on let it always be like this."
The old loneliness now tortured Marie. In whom could she confide?
Not Sally. She could not deprive her sister of her joy. Not Mrs. Bonamy, not
the doctor. She could not speak to any of them, she could not speak to anyone
without her sister knowing.
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And perhaps she was not yet cured. Her sister was able to take on the
fulfilling role of a married woman, but Marie had to suffer the hysterical
release.

XXVIIl.
It was not long after that afternoon that Sally announced the good news. She
was pregnant. Marie had resumed her regular cycle, but Sally's had
suspended. There could be no doubt as to the cause.
Mr. Dodd was pleased, proud, and naturally concerned for his wife's
health. It was not just Sally who had to remain strong, Marie had to be strong
with her. There were now three lives linked together.
Mrs. Bonamy was overjoyed. She looked forward to standing in the
role of indulgent grandmama while still enjoying the liberties of her own
relative youth. The announcement of the expected baby was a confirmation of
her own good judgment in encouraging the marriage.
Marie offered her own congratulations. Sally accepted them warmly.
She already wore the radiance of a mother-to-be. She wondered aloud at her
appetite before she ate and claimed she could concentrate on nothing; her
mind was all on the baby. The same thing seemed to have happened to Mr.
Dodd and Mrs. Bonamy.
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Marie was left to inhabit the solitude she had thought she wanted.
Truly, she was alone. She now knew there was nothing worse than to feel
alone but still be tied for life to another soul. It was, for her, a sibling marriage
indissoluble by divorce.
The shock of the news caused the suspension of her menses again. It
was a complete relapsed. She was sent back to Dr. Hartnell.

XXIX.
The calendar had revolved; it was June again. Mrs. Bonamy's garden was
deliriously in bloom. She liked nothing better than to sit on the warm, sunny
porch talking with Mr. Dodd, who was living with them more or less
permanently. It now seemed to make more sense to consider moving only
after the baby came.
Mrs. Bonamy and Mr. Dodd were both besotted with Sally's impending
motherhood. They could discuss it for hours. Both had strongly held medical
opinions on the subject. On most points they were in agreement.
The conversation turned to Marie. Besides her physical symptoms, she
now sometimes went for days without uttering a word. At such times her
speechlessness did not seem willful. It seemed to be a kind of paralysis. Mrs.
Bonamy was considering taking her to a new doctor. Mr. Dodd believed the
current course of treatment should be seen through.
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Now the sisters came down in their robes. They were on their way to
the pool for their afternoon swim. On the advice of both Dr. Pratt and Dr.
Hartnell, they were still taking regular exercise. Marie was in the grip of one
of her silences. Sally touched her husband fondly on the shoulder as they
passed by.
A trellis had been built at the end of the garden to shelter the pool from
the gaze of anyone on the porch. Mrs. Bonamy had enforced this modest
protection for Marie's sake. It had been built over the winter. Transplanted
vines now covered it with thick leaves.
The sisters slipped off their robes. Sally was now in the fourth month
of pregnancy. Externally, her body did not yet reveal any obvious signs of her
condition. She was a little more fully fleshed, that was all. The same was true
for Marie. She had been encouraged to eat more. It was thought that the child
might draw nourishment from both women.
Marie took no comfort in the cool water that laved her body. She
moved her arms and kicked her legs mechanically. In her sister's child-to-be,
she saw an object for resentment. Even though small and helpless, he—or
she, if it was a girl—would claim his or her own independent life. Even now
the tiny half-formed limbs might be gathering strength to stretch and kick
inside the womb.
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Marie had wanted solitude; she had found loneliness instead. There
was not a soul in the world who was truly sympathetic to her or who knew
her as she knew herself. In the splash of the water, the rustle of the growing
things in the garden, the bird song, the creak-creak of the rocking chair on the
porch, she heard the whole world in concert against herself. There was silence
inside her. In the effort not to let the feelings of her sister, her sister's
husband, and her aunt invade her soul, she had built a wall and now the wall
blocked her off completely from the world.
She could see no outlet for herself. Then, the idea only half articulated,
she saw one way. She never fully said it to herself. She kept swimming
alongside her sister.
She resented the buoyant nature of her own body. It wanted to float; it
did not know what she wanted. Her sister, moving alongside her, also kept
her up in the realm of air and light.
Marie put her face into the water. The blue ripples were shot through
with spears of light.
She saw in her mind's eye the face of Dr. Hartnell. He was intelligent,
amused, self-absorbed, confident in his treatments. To him her responses
were predictable. Even now he might be writing up the report that detailed
the successful treatment of "an interesting case."
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She saw Mr. Dodd, his face a grimace of pleasure as he clasped her sister
to his bosom. She had witnessed him in the commission of the most intimate
act between a husband and a wife. More than once she had caught his eye
while he was thus occupied. Her defensive wall had not yet been fully erected.
Mr. Dodd did not know that his glances had helped fill it in.
She saw the face, his name forgotten, of the first young man who had
courted Sally and had kissed her on the couch. His hand strayed unknowingly
across Marie's own body. She had flinched from it then. She had done
nothing but flinch. She was not brave or strong. She ought to have thrown it
off.
On the porch, Mrs. Bonamy's attention was caught by the sounds of
splashing and cries from the pool. She rose to her feet in alarm. For a few
seconds she was frozen, her hand to her mouth, perceiving that some
horrible mishap was occurring but unable to act.
Mr. Dodd did not succumb to any such paralysis. He ran down the path
throwing off his jacket and vest on the way. At the edge of the pool he paused
to kick off his shoes. But he need not have dc»ie so.
Marie was weak from her months of ill health. This weakness, which
might have let her be successful in an attempt on her own life if she were
alone, had betrayed her now. She had wanted nothing but to let go, to sink
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into the water. Sally had felt the sudden, dead weight at her side, the absence
of the will to live. It was pulling her down, too. She fought it. She dragged her
sister gasping and choking to the side of the pool. Life had won over death.

